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PREFACE. 

The German Theatre has now reached its twentieth 
number, and the proprietors have infinite reason to be satis* 
fied with the reception the work has experienced : they, at 
the same time, flatter themselves, that nothing on their part 
has been wanting to render it, in all respecis, worthy of the 
public encouragement. Particular care has been taken that 
the best artists should be employed both in designing and 
engraving the subjects of the several embellishments which 
have attra6led such general notice; and, while no pains 
and expence have been spared in the decorations^ the 
Translator has been equally anxious to sele^ the best 
plays pf the most popular and ingenious writers in Germany, 
with many of whom he is in the habits of close correspon- 
dence, and by this means has been enabled to satisfy the 
curiosity of the subscribers to this undertaking, by pub- 
lishing the earliest translation of their works. 

Of the talents of Mr. Thompson, as a translator,. it is 
' now unnecessary to speak. The best critics, as well of this 
country as of Germany, where the work is in great estima- 
tion, have pronounced the highest eulogium on the accti- 
racy, spirit, and elegance, which have distinguished all that 
gentleman's performances. 




i^- 
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The Germah The athe has already exceeded the Ilmxta 
wUhin which the proprietors originally proposed to coniino 
themselves. They were not| at ^t, aware of its being so 
extensively circulated, npr of the number of interesting and 
entert^ning plays which have smce put in their claim to % 

iitutttion in this series. The work at present forms six neat 
Volumes, and it is deigned to extend it still further: th^ 
plays, however, will not be published, as hitherto they have 
been, montAIj, but at irregular periods, according as popular 
dramas may make their appearance in Germany, or as cir-* 
tumstances may occur in this country, to render the produc-«. 
lions of Kotzebiie, and other eminent writers, objects of 
public interest and attra6lion» 

N. B. Complete sets, in all manner of bindings, which 
Subscribers may hare, by paying the difference, for thei^ 
copies in numbers. 
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If Tm tradac'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor person; yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing ; let me say 
Tn but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That Virtue must go through. 

SAahpeare, 

SeFERJL incirrea partiaOarf oftJU, extraordlnarj man 
hamng already appeared, tie Proprietors of tie German 
Theatre resolved to 'mthhoUthe mxterials already in their 
possession, till thy had, by e-very exertion in their po'joer, ob- 
tttintd the most authentic information. 

the reader may, therefore, rest assured that the folk-wing 
narrati-ve not only comprehend, aU the gensdne particular, 
n»hich home yet been published on the continent, and in our 
ovsn country, but also many others, obtained from authority 
the most respeaable, and confirmed by the Baron himself. 
Having stated thus much, I shatt proceed, vnthout further 
comment, taking for my motto— 

" An honnt tale ipeeds best, being pUinly told." 

A i 



4 LIFE OF KOTZEBVC. 

Augustus Fon KotzehUe was horh at Weimar, in Saxony , 
on the %d of May, M^nj^^^Bis father held se<veral offices 
of considerable importance at that place, but died soon after 
the birth of our author* Such a loss must certainly ha^ue been 
a very great disadvantage to young Augustus \ yet every 
compensation <which <was possible he enjoyed in the uncommon 
talents, and affe^iouate attentions, of Ids mother ^ who denied 
herself many of those pleasures vnhich the po^shed society of 
Weimar afforded, that she might devote her v/hole time to 

her family* At an early age she ikstiUed into her son^s mind 
that love of knowledge which has accompanied him through 

life, and from her he declares he learnt far more than from 
thetvjo or three tutors employed to instruSl him before he ivas 
sent to the Gymnasium, Scarcely had he attained his fifth 
or sixth year, when the sight of a book would instantly make 
him throw away his toys* 

It is tvorthy of observation how soon the romantic turn of 
his mind displayed itself. Among the books which first fell 

into his hands, ivere two of a very opposite charaSer, to 
nvhic^ hfwpuld alternately fiy, as he was seriously or mirth" 
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fitUf '£sf9Sid. These 'v$ere Hhe Hist§rus efRomen and 7«- 
U€ti and rf Dw ^gixote^ *whkh had tte rrvalt m his esti* 
motion fir S9me time, wdess I mention RohtaHtt Crusoe, with 
tvhose adtfentures he tvas highly delighted. It mast not^ 
ho'we'ver, be supposed that then fetvourites engrossed hie 
*iohoU attention \ he devoted part rfhis earliest years to the 
perusal of GeUert, Hagedorn, &c, and to humble attempts 
at an imitation of them. He gives an entertaining account 
of these first efforts in the first part of his literary cai^er. 

He n/Ms still very young, tvhen the professor Msu^eus^ 
{nxjho nuas aftertvards destined to be his tutor) took him to 
a theatre, accidental^ occupied by a strtdling company, The 
piece represented tvas the Death of Adam. It is ^written by 
Klopstock, a man, *whose sublime works have gained him 
reputation and applause throughout Europe. 

The powerful impression made upon Kotzebile by this 
drama, nuas soon increased by his attendance at a regular 
theatre established in Weimar, and allowed to be the best 
then in the empire. Here he was so forcibly struck with 
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Ltssimg's Emilia Galotti, njoMch nvas often ferformed^ 
thaU in a shwi time, he could repeat the tohole flay, thougAt 
he had ne*ver read it. This must be allowed by entery otte 
U be a mark of great discernment at so early an age $ ftfr 
the tragedy here spoken of is held in high and unanimous 
estimation by all the Having dramatists of Germany, and 
is described by several authors as the best piece in the 
language, ^he principal charaQer of that, and most 
other plays nuas, at the period and place now spoken 

,4f, performed by Erkhof, an aBor of great celebrity, though 
mt generally thought equal to Schroeder, or Brockmann» 

Young Augustus «was, honvemer, not long allowed to en^ 
joy the delightful sensations inspired by as constant an atten- 
dance at the theatre as his friends would allow, for the 
building Was destroyed by fae, and the performers became^ 
thereby, under the necessity of removing to Cotha, 

About this time KotzebUe was entered a scholar in the Gym- 
nasium at Weimar, and became a pupil of Musaus, whom 
he ne^er mentions but in terms of praise^ bordering on 
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iMtkuMsm. His toeneratim, indeed^ of the professor ^ earn 
ohIj be equalled ly ike cmtemft wth 'which he speaks rf 
Ms firmer tutors. Nor cam it be said thai his approbatiw 
is uujustlj bestowed \fir Musnus <was umversaJly respeBed 
and beloved as a most amiable man and pleasing author* 
He first established his reputation in the latter capacity fy a 
satire on a trastslatioM of Sir Charles Grsmdison, but after- 
awards increased by his Phjsionomic Travels and Popular 
Tales f as 'well as many other 'works of genius. It -is re- 
corded of him, that though he fwrote the severest saiirest 
he never had an enemy. KotzebUe has gyven us a short 
sketch of his charaSer, the conclusion ofvfhich deserves to 
be transcribed. 



'* Reader y if it appear to you that I ha<ve related any 

thing unnKorthf of your notice, ascribe the error to my feet- 
ings. Fancy that, in passing through a church-yard, you 
behold a son lamenting the loss of a father, and casting a 
flowef upon his grave. Couldyou proceed tsjiihout bestowing 
a sympathetic, tear upon tfie <wretched snourner P'^No.'^Oh 
then had you known Mus^us-^had you kno*u:m that upright 
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wum^thatfinthful busbautt^tkat i^feBtonati faiiar'^-^kmt 
sincere friend -^ -^ kad you observed Mm ever ekeerfid 
and satisfied <witA the Httie Heaven had besttwed^'ever 
sharing that little vi^k his poorer felhfw creatures ^-^^ 



** But hotdr Wh^ aft thou dispieased^ shads of my much 
bved friend ?'-^Did that dtfidence^ tvhieh nvas tfy comfa^ 
mon through Hfe, attend thee even beyond the graved 
Enough /— / vnU be silent — and tceepj*^ 

JFhile KotxebOe remained at Weimar, he received manjr 
kind attentions, and much encouragement from Goethe and 
Klinger, who at that time resided there, 'the farmer of 
thea vmters isfasm&ar to the British Public, as author of 

the Sorrouue of Werter, Stella, and Clavigo. J'he latter is 
not so 'well known, nor does he deserve it^ for though he 
has published six volumes of plays, scarcely one piece is ta 
be found, vjhich rises above mediocrity. Goethe wrote his 
*♦ Sisters''^ at this time* It was performed at a private 
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theatre in Weimar^ oh ivMch occasion KotxebUe made kit 
frst attempt oh the stage, as the fostUlum. 

Our poet i being hotv in his sixteenth jear, *was removed 
from the Gymnasium, at fas natitfe place, to the college at 
Jena, ivhere he closely applied himself to the study of the 
dead and living languages. It is scarcely necessary to tell 
those «who know any thing of his nvorks, that he is not only 
a good classic, but *well versed in English, French, and Ita* 
lion literature. Yet, though determined to prosecute Ids stu». 
dies wuith all possible ardour, he could not, and, indeed, 
would not, attempt to suppress his strong inclination towards 
the drama. On his arrival at. Jena, he found apHvate 
theatre established there, of vohich he soon became a mem^ 
ber ', and, as the youngest students *were generally fixed upon 
to perform the female cbaraSers, it vuas his lot, for some 

time, to be the heroine. Scarcely had he been succeeded by 

some one stilly ounger, vuhen the marriage of his sister, with 

a gentleman resident at Duisburg, induced him to remove 

from Jena to that university, vahere he no sooner arrived, 

than heprojeSed the establishment of a theatre for amateurs^ 

B 



similaf tt the tne 9f*yMck hi had jast betH a mtitAef* In 
this he ivith some dijficuU^ snc<eeiei \ Imt, hst^mg n$^ rt^ 
sol<ued to study the laiu, he found it expedient to settle again 
in Jena, tvhere, during his leisure /iota's, he ivrote a tra- 
gedy and comedy^ He also/bunded a literary association, assd, 
in his eighteenth year, tstas admtted to considerahle ho- 
nours in the uni'uersity, sdon after njuhich he luas called to 
the bar, as an advocate. His talents, hovuever, in this 
profession, *were not summoned into eUlion, nvhile he remained 
in his nati*ve country 5 but, by the interference of the Prus- 
sian Ambassador at the court of St. Petersburg, hetveuin- 
^tedtd that city in tyti. This Ambassador ivas Count 
Coert%, an old and intimate acquaintance of KotzebSe^s de- 
ceased father. On his arrival in Russia, he ivas appointed 
Secretary to a General of Engineers, and, from his dose 
attention to the duties of his office, Ofi ivell as his total neg- 
le3 of the Muses, it ivas not at allsuspeSted he hetddistin- 
gmshed himself as a literary character, before he left college. 
His employer. General Ba^vr, nvas the first nxsho made 
the discovery, having, vjhen on a visit at Riga, ac- 
cidentally met ivith a volume to which our young author^s 
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mamenvas prifixtd. On the Generats return ti Fetenhurg^ 

a CQmfersation took place between him and his secretary , 

*tuhich ended in a dctermimftion, on the part (^ the former ^ 

40 use his it^finencg at court, towards the improvement 

of the German theatre at Petersburg^ 'which *was at 

that time in a very abjeS state* He succeeded* The Em- 

press included this among her own theatres, entrusting the 

sok dire3ion of it to General Bawr \ and Kotzebiie again 

found himself in his element. 

For this stage he tvrote another tragedy and comedy, 
nvhich ivere performed ivith a considerable share ofioh- 
plause, but qf avhich he seems now to have a mean opinton. 

His patron, the General^ did not live long enough to obtain 

amy more honourable or lucrative employment for his secre^ 
tary ; but, so highly had he been satisfied with Kotzebiie" s 

g^d conduff, and so much did he admire his talents, that, 
in his tvill, he particularly recommended the young advocate 
to the Empress. B % 
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// is ivell known that Catherine {nuhaten^er might be her 
cth& faults') ivas a great admirer of genius, and eager to 
encourage, as ivellasretvardit. In this instance, she ^was 
certainly guided by another most laudable moti've'-^respeQfor 
the memory of a man *who had semjed her «with %eal and 
fidelity. It could, ho^we^ver, scarcely be expeBed that she 
nvould at once harve been so liberal ; for, in his t'wenty- 
second year, Kotzebiie mjas appointed a Counsellor andAs^ 
sessor of the Chief Court in the Duchy of Estonia* 

Revel is the capital ofthispro'vince, and he, therefore, 
became a resident of that place. Here his propensity to the 
stage again shewaed itself-, for he not only, at this time, 
nvrote the first plays fwhich he thought luorthy of being 

committed to the press ; but also again formed a resolution of 
establishing a theatre, Jls the place *was small, and it<ivas 
necessary that the performers should be in independent circum- 
stances, the difficulties nvhich he had to encounter nuere innn* 
merable, and, to any but a determined enterprising mind, 
lAJOuld ha*ve seemed insurmountable. It ^will also be alknved, 
by every candid person, that no institution of the kind ivas 
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€V€r founded on a flan more laudable ; for it mtas deter- 
mined that the money paid for admittance should, after 
deducing the expence of scenery, dresses, &c. be dis- 
tributed Among the poor. Prejudice, ho'we'ver, operated 
ponxjerfully against the plan. Se'veral families of rank 
refused to countenance it, till, by a declaration of the Impe^ 
rial college, they ijuere con^vinced that thirteen hundred ru- 
bles had already been delivered by the theatrical committee 
to the college, ivith a request that this sum might be distri- 
buted among the necessitous, in any nvay luhich seemed most 

« 
proper, This had not only the effe& of silencing those mjho 

had opposed the institution, but caused many of the principal 
inhabitants to become aQors, nuho had hitherto only been 
spedators. TheprojeSi ivas, therefore, cro-wned nmth com- 
plete success, and Kotzebiie enjoyed the ^virtuous triumph of 
halving banished poverty from the to^vn, by his arrival at 

it. To those vjho accuse him of immorality and impiety, 1 
submit the follonving paragraph, extracted from an appeal 
made by him to the public, as secretary of the theatre, nxjhen 
it fwas opened for the second season, at ivhich time several 
members of noble families in Revel enrolled their names as 
performers. 
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** Avaunt, prejudice i T'hou ihalt have no influifice av^ 
us. Boldly lue again pursue the path^ *which our better 
feelings pointed out to us, and strive to reach the goal, ivhich 
philanthropy raised to iwuite us. Though our performanc$s 
may not deser've the critic'* s praise, our intentions have cer^ 
tainly the approbation of God, <whose all- seeing eye ^watches 
over the rich and poor, and luhose reuuarding hand doubtless 

records our deed in the eternal book of life*^* 

The theatre now recei<ved the san^ion of the united clergy, 

in the province of Estonia, as ivell as of the public ^ andnaas 

hy its great success soon enabled to extend its charities.'-^ 
Upon the tickets of admittance ivas thefolloiuing couplet t 

•' Consa'cre a la bienfaisance 
Honi soit qui maly pense,^^ 

Tivo years after his arrival at Revel, KotxebOe married 
the daughter of General von Essen, commander in chief of 
the forces at that place, and voas about the same time cre^ 
ated by the Empress Chief "Justice and President oftkf Court 
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ef Estonia. Arduous as luas thi task he hadnvw under' 
taken y and wrwearied as <was bis attention to the (htties 
imposed upon him, he, ne'verthelas, found time to pursue hit 
literary studies ^ and published several of his most esteemed 

plays. It ivas during his residence here that he luas in the 

autumn of\^%^ seized ivith a most dangerous fe<very in the 
*ver;y height qfivhich he 'wrote his Stranger ^ and Indian Ex^ 
iles. Both these pieces njoere begun and finished in about nine 
tveeks. His disorder then became a settled melancholy , tvhich 
preyed upon him for more than tivo years, during <which pe» 
riod he de<voted scarcely any part of his time to literature. 

Being told that the ^waters ofPyrmont 'were likely iobetf 
serince to him^ he fwent thither , butnvas^ in 1 790, summoned 
from that places to be the melancholy ivitness of his nxnfe^s 
dedth at fTeimar. His grief on this occasion had so ^Mesd 
an effeS upon his frame , that his friends saiu no prospeB of 
his surviving the shock, unless he was removed from every 
obje3 njMch reminded him of his unhappy loss. He voas^ 
therefore, conveyed from JVeimar to Paris in a state border- 
ing upon insanity, The account of this journey, and of his 
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residence at the French metropolis, has been treated tvitk 
much unmerited obloquy. If o person of sensibility can agree 
nmth the marble-hearted '-Mretch, «who ridicules the agony of 
a man almost driven to distra^ion by domestic calamity, 

iOtzebiie ivas persuaded, after a short time, to 'visit 
Mentz, 'where he wrote the account of his journey just spoken 
of, se'veral dramatic pieces, &c. He soon, houue'ver, thought 
it proper that he should return, to execute the duties of the 
honourable station 'which he held, 7a these he chiefly at- 
tended, till the lenient hand of time had healed the ivounds 
infli^ed by unerring hea<ven. He then began to feel hoiv 

much his infant children needed the fostering attentions and 
instruBion of another parent, and, four years after the death 
of his former liife, married another Russian lady. Made- 
moiselle *von Kruhenstern, *whp is still ali've. /» 1795, his 
tweak state of health obliged him to resign the exalted offices:^ 
he held, and retire to his country-house near Ifar'va, fwhich 
bears a name exaBly promising ^what he 'was in search of, 
Friedenthal, or the 'uale of peace. 

But Fate had resolved that a man ^with a mind so aBive 
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ihould he as a3i*vely employed, ^iajo years h4d not elapsed 
before our author ivas summoned from his retirement by the 
Emperor of Germany. On his arri*val at Fiennaf he <was 
created a Baron of the Holy Roman Empire, and appointed 
DireSor of the Imperial theatre. In this situation he again 
had an opportunity of devoting his mind to dramatic litera* 
ture^ and 'wrote several play Sy ixjhich voere performed^ like 
I Ms former produSionsy vnth unbounded applause. In 1 799^ 
unpleasant disputes having taken place bet-ween Baron Kot- 

I xebiie and the performers, he requested leave to retire from 
I the dire^ion of the theatre. The Emperor acceded to his 

petitidn, and settled a pension upon him, accompanied by seve^ 

ral other marks of favour. 

' TChe Baron mvj> returned to his native place, Weimar, 

purchased a house there, and had almost spent a year among 
the friends of his youth, vohen affection for his vnfe, ivho 
much vnshed to see her relations in Russia, induced him to 
accompany her thither. Their intention voas to be absent 

only afeiv months', but no sooner had they reached the bor^. 

C 
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« 

iifs of Rusjia, ikon Kotxtbiie fymd kimulf iufool^dt ly 
Mutdkcy in ctrauHsUiftcts of a mo^ duagraabU anddeUuO^ 
natftre^ 'wkick nvtre^ hQ^mnxer^ settled *ig% to kis honotm 
find ad'vanteige. His innocence wms^ in every resfeB^ /» 
eiffarent to the Emperor Pcsul, tint ke made tJte Baron m 
counsellor of state , and gave ksnithe dkeBvon rf his imperial 
theatre y fwith an annual salary qffour thousand rubles. At 
Saint Petersburg^ therefore ^ he nonu resides^ andy accordit^ 
to present appearances , is likely to renunn there^ 

«* AH places that the eye of Heaven visits, 
** Are to a nvise man ports and happy havens.'*'' 

Kotzebiie^s various employments allow him at present 
scarcely awf leisure to attend to literary pursmfs. He has no 
nvish but that he may at length be allowed to enjoy repose^ 
for, though not yet forty years of age, the strange vicissi^ 
tudes of his life, and his incessant application to various 
studies, have had a serio^s ^e& upon his health. He is, 
however, much happier than he, atone period of his life, 
e%'er exfeSled to be, in this world-, for, surrounded ^ af$ 
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wtndMe *^fe ^mdnx h^^ cMldrgn, kg agmn enjoys thi 
domestic feUei^ ^vMeA he thkn despmrtd rf hunmtig. I 
4haU fitnsh ihii brirf account of his life, by stating, that^ 
since the commencement rfthisyeaf, his hnperiei patron, the 
iiUe Paul, sigmfed his eompiete sati^fkBion by a magnificent 
present. 

To this bUgri^Mcal sketch if may not be amiss to add a 
hritf account rfKotzebiWs dramatic ifforts. 

Mr, T, DibSn nmy properly obsernns, in his dedication to 
Mr, Harris, ivhich precedes the Birth- Day, that, as it 
nvas at first, ** the rage to applaud, it is now become the 
fashion to decry, the introduBion of the German drama to out 

theatres:^ ' 

Thai Kotxebik^s pk^s, howe^^er, have considerable 
merit, cannot be better proved than by their favourable re* 
ception throughtut Eur^, Mat^y of them have been trans* 
lated into the English, French, Dutch, Danish, Polish, Rus^ 
sian, and Italian languages. No fewer than eleven of them 
have appeared on our stages, several of v>Mch still continue to 

C % 



so UPE OP KOTZEBUB.: 

attraS crowded audiences » The titles of thesCy as tvell as 

the time and theatre at nvhich they tvere produced^ are as 

foUvwst 

The Stranger, D. L, 24th March, 1798, 
Lovers' Vows, C. G. Ulh October, 1798. 
Birth Day, C. G. 8th April, 1799. 

Count of Burgundy, C. G. Hth April, 1799. 
Horse and Widow, C. G. 4th May, 1799; 
Pizarro, D. L. 24th May, 1799. 
Family Distress, H. 12th June, 1799. 

Sighs, H. 30th July, 1799. 

Wise Man of the East,^C. G. 30th November, 1799. 

Joanna of Mootfauf on, C. G. 16th January, 1800. 

Of Age To-morrow, D. L. 1st February, 1800. 

4 

Tivel've more have been translated into our language ^ 
though not performed^ viz, 

Tlie Virgin of the Sun. 

False Delicacy. 
Count Benyowsky. 
The Happy Family. 
La Perouse, 
Adelaide of Wulfingen. 
The Indian Exiles. 
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The Ncigro 'Saves. 

The Force of Calumny. 

The Noble Lie. 

The Peevish Man. 

The Corsicans. 
In addition to these ^ fifteen have been published in Ger- 
many ^ ivhich have not appeared in an English dress,-^ 
^hese are : 

Brother Maurice the Orisinal* 

♦ 

Forty Years Old. 

The Village in the Mountains. 

The Relations. 

The Complaints. 

The Parrot. 

The Knight of the Mirror. 

The Old Coachman. 

Tlic Revel Theatre tried by Parliament- 

The Hermit of Formentera, 

Myself. 

Modern Education. 

The Sultan Wampum. 
The Female Jacobin Club. 

The Prisoner. 



Mb tIPE OP KOTSBBVI. 

Dwrh^ last year 9 Kotzebue *wr9te the fimrfilk'wh^ play t* 
*these he has notyetpmbUshed on the CoMthtent^ but has sent 
manuscrift copies of the three first M the ^writer rf thie 

article. 

Octavia. 

GustaTOs Vast* 
The Visit 
Bayard. 

When^ im adJiihm to this statemcKf^ it is mentioned thc^ 
he has suppressed maitf of his eArfy drasnatic produBions, 
and has published above a dozen volumes in other depart* 
menu of literature, thefertiU^ of his genius must c^pear to 
every one astonishmg.'^The attacks viMch have been made 
mt KotsubSe cannot be more concisefy ansvoered than by again 
quoting Mr. T. DibtSn^s v^^m^ds, voMch appty as properly to 
many other of the Baron's pieces as to the Birth-Dcy. 

*< On this point I dare not presnme to give any other 
opinion than that a play which recommends peace, andty, 
and benevolence vnll be grettefid to the feelings of an Eng* 
Ushman, whether the ^spring rfMs own, or of any other 
-eountty^ 
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PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY W. LINLEY, ESQ. 



•rOKSN BY MX BAKtYMOKE 
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^VhEN first the Comic Muse with forceful art 
Essayed to triumph o'er the yielding heart. 
With trembling zeal at Fancy's awful shrine 
Graceful she berity and claim'd the wreath divine. 
** To me" (she cries) **the mingled powers belong 
Ofwity of humour, dance, and social song; 
K^ine the glad task to check the rising sigh. 
And wipe the glistening drop from Beauty's eyq ; 
On me the blooming loves and graces smile, 
And crown with eager praise my cheerful toil. 
The Tragic Muse, too oft thy favourite care, 
May sanction, still, th' unobtruding tear; 
May wake to passion, or to pity move. 
Rouse to despair, or melt the soul to love : 
But oh I how sweetly beaming thro' the maze 
Of fiction'd grief, Thalia darts her rays! 
With double zest she feeds the listening ear, 
And rapture dawns thro' Pity's transient tear.'* 

" Equal in power" (the impartial goddess cried) 
f* Ye both are suitors, both to be denied : 
Nor can the wreath on either head be wove. 
When both have equal claim to grace and love :-« 
P\it jgo ; collect your powers ; that path explore 
Which leads to Albion's still united shore ! 

A2 



tkOLOOOK. 

There, if near Sniry'i walU y«u clwMe M umft 

And meet a timid Stranger on hit way, 
Give to my fearful charge your equal aid. 
Protect and guide him tbm' the Kenic shade ; 
And as my favourite Shakespeare struck the lyce, 
WarmM by an equal portion of your fire, 
Still with impartial zeal your force employ* 
And ope to him the source of grief and joy." 

Thus Fancy >poke>— each Muse leclin'd her heai, 
A hesitating blush their cheeks o'erspread. 
Have they then ddgn'd to prop our Author's cause ?« 
What's fo decide the fiietti«D 7— Your applatue. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



Various reports were circulated respecting this piece 
when it was first perfornied, Aaother Translator, in an 
address to the Public, asserted, Aat he had been " unge. 
nerously tr rs of the Theatre 

Royal Drui charge ". the undis. 

guised app f bit play," which 

they had p: :turned to him. I 

should hav n too contemptible 

for notice, ree influenced the 

opinions of several respectable peiiodlcal critics, who 
finding it impossible to credit so preposterous a charge, 
ascribed to superior interest the preference which had 
been given to my translation. This conjecture is, how. 
ever, erroneous; for at the time I transmitted The 
Stranger to Drury.Lane Theatre, I was totally unknown 
to any of the- Proprietors, and had no intreduction to 
them, but through the play itself. Mr. Orubb, to wham 
I sent it with a few lines, put it into the hands of Mr. 
Sheridan, who was so kind as to improve its effect by 
Kveral alterations and additions. To both these gentle- 
men 1 acknowledge my grateful obligations; and also re. 
turn sincere thanlts tg the several performers for their 
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THE STRONGER. 



in the etntre. On ene tide a Itvi lodge among the treei. 
On the Bibetj in the back ground, a Peasant't but. 

Enter PETEl. 

fet, PoOHJ pooht— never tell me. — I'm a clever lad, 
for all father's crying out every minute, "Peter;" and 
•• Stupid Peter!" But I say, Peter is not stupid, though 
fatherwlll alwaysbe so wise. First, I talk too much; 
then I talk too little ; and if 1 talk a bit to myself, he 
calls me a driveller. Now, I like best to talk to myself} 
for I never contradict myself; and I don't laugh at my- 
self, as other folks do. That laughing is often a plaguy 
teasing custom. To be sure, whcnMrs. Hal ler laughs, 
one can bear it well enough ; there is a sweetness even 
in her reproof, that somehoiv — But, ludl 1 had near 
foi^t what I was sent about.— Yes, then they would 
have \i\\g\Ci,ifcae\nAteA.-~(t)ravit a green furie from 
bis pocket.) — I am to cany this money to old Tobias ; and 
Mrs. teller said I must be sure not to blab, or say that 
she had sent it. Well, well, she may be «asy for that 
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wtter ; not a word shall dlf4}> ffommy lips. Mrs. Haller 
ischarmingy butsUry/if^ther is right : for father says^ 
*^Hc that sfcnds his iiioricfy is^tiot wise; "1)111 "*< he that 
<< gives it away/M sta^kYnad." 

Enter Stranger, /r^m tbeiodge^ wth bis artns folded^ 
his head hanging lUnysn^ folltnjoed by Fra^tcis.— i^/ 
sight of VzrtKf STKivov,'R stop ff and I6bks ius^tiously 
-mi him. Pet er s tamdtmff osite to him. -mnth bis immth 
*wide of en. At length he t^kes^his bat, scrafes a hotVp 
and goes into the but* '*#*". 

S/ra. Who is that? 
'y><r. f he stcwafti's jkih. 
'Sira: ^ Of 4he caktlc ? 

Fra. Y^s, 

Stra.^ After a pause, y-^^ovL were speaking last 
night— 

Fra. Of the old countryman ? 

Stra^ Ky. ' ^ 

Fra, Yott would not hear me out* 

Strd. Proceed. •• 

Fra* He i&poor. ^ 

iJ/riJ. Who told you so ? V 

Fra* He himself. > 

Stra.^^With acrimony J) — Ay, ay; he knows tew t» 
tell his story, no doubt. ."^ 

Fra. And to impose, you think \ 

Stra. Right! 

Fra. This man does not. 

Stra. Fool I 

Fra. A feeling fool is better than a cold Sceptic, 

Stra, False I 

Fra. Charity begets gratitude. 



Stra. False! 

Fra. Aadil}k»es:^.gii»r.jnoretlMf&.tlie,Kfmver. 

Sira, True. 

frij. Well, Sir. This countryiMft«<« 

Sira. Has he complained tP-you i 

Fra. Yes, 

.f/ra. He who is really usditppy fttver €Qmpteif».-« 
(Pauses.) — Francis, you have i hod means ofi,€cUt0^ion 
beyond your lot in life, and hence .you ace Cflcourag^d to 
attempt imposing xmnije t^^^^ut go on. 

.Fra. .His Aoly son has: beemtakca from him*. 

Sira. Taken from him i .. 

Fra. By the exigency of the times, for a. soldier. 

'S0ta..Ay\ 

-Fra. Xiiapldjwaais poor*— 
, Stm. 'Tis likely. 

Fra. Sick and forsaken. 

Stra. I cannot help him. 

Fra. Yes. 

Sttia.Mow} 
Sta. BrIbQaey. i He may :faiiyhi»dai^» release. 

Stm. J41 $eQl»im. myaelf. 
iFta. .IX080. 

Stra. But if he pro've an impQSter I 

Fra. He iscoot. 

.^/r^r.. Iitthatlmt ? 

Fra. In that hut. — (Stranger goes vuo the hut.J'm^A 
.good jmaster, tho' one aknost loses the use of speech by 
living < with . hha • A maa kind and ckar-m-tho* I cannot 
iunderstasd^bim* He raiUagain^t the whole world, aittl 
yet. no beggar * leaves his; doer-Amsatiefied • I h^ive now 
lived three years with' him, and yet I. know net who he 
is. A hater .of society, no .doubt ; but not by; Providence 
intended to be so. Misanthropy. «n Ms' J^a/,^ not in 1^ 
t heart* 

B s 
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Enter Stranger tf«rf PETER/rtf/« the but. 

Pet, Pray walk on. 

Stra, -^(To Francis. ) — Fool I 

fra. So soon returned I 

Sita, What should I do there? 

Bra, Did you not find it as I said ? 
V Stra, This lad I found. 

Fra, What has he to do with your charity I 

Stra, The old man and he understand each other 
perfectly well. 

Fra. How? 

Stra, What were this boy and the countryman doing? 

Fra, — (Smilittgp and shaking bis i&/<f</.)— Well, you 
shall hear.— (7b Peter. J— Young man, what were you 
doing in that hut ? 

Pet, Doing! — Nothing. • 

Fra. Well, but you couldn't go there for nothing? 

Pet, And why not pray ? — But I did go there for no- 
thing though.— Do you think one must be paid for every 
thing ?— If Mrs. Haller were to give me but a smiling 
look^ I'd jump up to my neck in the great pond for 
nothing. 

Fra, It seems then Mrs. Haller sent you ? 

Pet, Why, yes — But I'm not to talk about it. 

• Fra, Why so? 

Pet, How should I know ? ** Look you," says Mrs. 
Haller, " Master Peter, be so good as not to mention it 
*< to any body."— C/r//i& much consequence,) — " Master 
« Peter, be so good"— Hi! hi! hi!—" Master Peter, 
"be so"— Hi! -hi! hi!— 

Fra, Oh ! that is quite a difiFerent thing. Of course 
.you must be silent then. 

Pet, I know that; and so I am too. For I told old 
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Tobias — says I, ** Now, you're not to think as how Mrs. 
<' Hallersent the money | fori shall not say a word about 
** that as long as I live," says I. 

Fra, There you were very right. Did you carry hjm 
much money ? 

Pet. I don't know; I didn't count it. It was in a bit 
of a green purse. Mayhap^ it may be some little xnatter 
that she has scraped together in the last fortnight. 

Fra. And why just in the last fortnight? 

Pet. Because, about a fortnight since^ I carried him 
some money before. 

Fra. From Mrs. Haller ? 

Pet. Ay, sure J who else, think you? Father's not 
such a fool. He says it is our bounden duty, as Chris* 
tians, to take care of our money, and not give siny thing 
away, especially in summer; for then, says he, there's 
herbs and roots enough in conscience to satisfy all the 
reasonable hungry poor. But I say father's wrong, and 
Mrs. Haller's right. 

Fra. Yes, yes.— But this Mrs. Haller seems a strange 
woman, Peter. 

Pet. Ay, at times she is plaguy odd. Why, she'll sit, 
and cry you a whole day through, without any one's 
knowing why.— -Ay, and yet, somehow or other, \^en- 
ever she cries, I always cry too— without knowing why. 

Fra.'^(To Stranger.)— Are you satisfied? 

Stra. Rid me of that babbler. 

Fra. Good day. Master. Peter. 

Pet, You're not going yet, are you ? 

Fra. Mrs. Haller will be waiting for an answer. 

Pet. So she will. And I have another place or two to 
call at. — {Takes off bis bat to Stranger.) — Servant, SirJ— 
(Stranger «o<//. — Peter turns to Francis in a balf*wbisper,) 
He's angry, I suppose, because he can get nothiog.out 
of me. B 3 
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tra, rt'aflfaxtist ^ctems so. 

^tf. Ay, Pd have hiffl to know'I'm no blab, \Exit. 

fra. Now, Sir? 

&tta. What do you want ? 

fra* Were you not wrong. Sir? 

Stta. Hcmt 

fra. Can you still doubt? 

Stfa\ ni hear no more! Who is thi^ Mrs* Haller? 
Why do I alWays follow her path ? Go where F will, 
«(phen«ver f try to do good, she has always^been before 
inc. 

Fra. You should rejoice at that. 

Stta. Rejoicfe! 

tta. Surely! That there are other good and chari- 
Mblc people in the world beside yourself. 

Stra. Oh, yes! 

"fra. Why not seek to be acquainted with her ? I saw 
her yesterday in the gardisn up at the castle. Mr. Solo, 
xnon, the steward, says she has been unwell, and confined 
<b her noom almost ever since we have- been here. But 
one would not think it to look at her \ for a more beau- 
lifbl creature F never saw. 

Sir a. So much the worse. Beauty is a^ mask. 

tta. In her it seems a mirror of the soul. Her chan- 
ties— 

Stra. Pshaw I talk not to me of her charities. All 
women wish to be conspicuous :•— In town by their wit : 
in the country by their heart. 

tra. 'Tis immaterial in what way good is done. 

Stta* No ; lis not immaterial. 

f^a. To diisf poor old man at least. 

Stta^ He needs no assistance of mine. 

fta. His most urgent wants Mrs. Haller indeed re- 
Ikveids bBf whether ^e has or could have given as 
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Huich^as would purdnte liberty for the son, the piop-of 

his age— « 
Sifa^ SileaceJ I will iy>t give him a doiti-*— (/n. a 

pee'visb /o«^.>— You interest yourself very warmly in la^ 

behalf* Perlups you are tor be. a sharer in the gift, 
Fra. Sir, Sir^ that 4id not come from your heart* 
Stra. — (Recollecting himself. >— Forgive me I 
Bra, Poor master I How must the world have used / 

you, befoce it could have instiU*d this hatred of man* ' 

kind, this constant doubt of honesty and virtue I 

Stra» Leave me to my scl f 1 *-*-C Throwiu himself «n a- teat ; 

takes from bis pocket ** Zimmerman on Solitude," and 

reads-) 

Fra. — (Jfidef surveying Jfim.J*^ A%9An reading 1 Thus 
it is from monv to nights To him, nature has no beauty; 
lif«9 fi» charau For three yfsars I have tiever seen 
him smile. What will be his fate at last } Nothing 
diverts him. Oh> if he would but attach himself^ to 
any living' thing 1 Were-it an animaU— for something man 
must love, 

• ^ Enter To Bi A s from the. but. 

Tob, Oh I how refreshing, after seven long weeks, to 
leel theee warm s«Lin.beamt once again I Thanksl iPhanksl 
bounteous heaven, for th&jqy I taste. — (Presses bis eaf 
betntieen bis- bands ^ looks uf and prays ^^^Stt^ixkgtr lets bis 
book dropy and observes bim attentively,) 

Fra* — (T^ Stranger.)— This old man's share of earthly 
happiness can be but little ; yet mark how grateful he it 
for lus portion of^it« 

' Stra. Because tho'^i^d, he is but » child in the lead* 
ing-stringsof Hope. 

Fra . Hope is the nurse of life. 

B4 
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Stra. Ahd her cradle is the grave.— (Tobias replaces 
bis caPf and approaches. J'-^ 

Fra, I wish you joy. I am glad to see you are so much 
rccover*d. 

To6, Thank you. Heavenf and the assistance of a kind 
lady, have saved me for another year or two. 

Fra. How old are you, pray } 

Tob. Seventy-six. *Tobe sure I can expect but little 
joy before I die. Yet, there is another^ and a better 
world. ^ 

Fra. To the unfortunate, then, death is scarce an 
evil ? 

Tob. Am I so unfortunate? Do I not enjoy this glo. 
rious morning \ Am I not in health again ? Believe me. 
Sir, he, who, leaving the bed of sickness, for the first 
time breathes the fresh pure air, is at that moment the 
happiest of his Maker's creatures. 

Fra. Yet 'tis a happiness that fails upon enjoyment. 

Tob. True; but less so in old age. Some fifty years 
ago my father left me this cottage. I was a strong lad ; 
and took an honest wife. Heaven blessed my farm with 
rich crops, and my marriage with five children^ This 
jasted nine or ten years. Two of my children died. I 
felt it sorely. The land was afflicted with a famine. My 
wife assisted me in supporting our family : but four years 
after, she left our dwelling for a better place. And of 
my five children only one son remained. This was blow 
upon blow. It was long before I regained my fortitude* 
At length resignation and religion had their effect. I 
again attached myself to life. My son grew, and helped 
me in my work. Now the state has called him away to 
bear a musket. This is to me a loss, indeed. I can work 
no more. I am old and weak ; and true it is, but for 
Mrs. Haller^ I must have perished* 
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Fra. Still then life has its charms for you ? 

Tob, Why not, whi'le the world holds any thing that's 
dear to me ? Have not I a son ? 

Fra. Who knows that you will ever see him more?. 
He may be dead. 

Tob. Alas I he may. But as long as I am not sure of 
ity he lives to me: And if he falls, 'tis in his country's 
cause. Nay, should I lose him, still I should not wish to 
die. Here is the hut in which I was born. Here is the 
tree that grew with me ; and, I am almost ashamed to 
confess it — I have a dog I love. 

Fra. A dog ! 

Tob. Yes !— Smile if you please : but hear. My be- 
nefactress once came to my hut herself, some time before 
you fixed here. The poor animal, unused to see- the 
form of elegance and beauty enter the door of penury, 
growled at her. — " I wonder you keep that surly, ugly 
*< animal, Mr. Tobias," said she; "you, who have 
«* hardly food enough foj yourself." — •* Ah, Madam," 
I replied, "if I now part with him, are you sure 
*^ what else will love me?" — She was pleased with my 
answer. 

Fra. — (To Stranger.) — Excuse me, Sir; but I wish 
you had listened. 

Stra, I have listened. 

Fra, Then, Sir, I wish you would follow this poor 
old man's example. 

Sira. — CPfl«/rj.')— Here; take thisbook, and lay it on 
my desk.— (Francis goes into the lodge tvitb tbe book,)-^ 
How much has Mrs. Haller given you ? 

Tob. Oh, Sir, she has given me so much, that I can 
look towards winter without fear. 

Stra. No more ? 
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ToB. What could* I do with more f*wAh! true $ I 
might-* 

Sira. I know it. — ^You might buy youriSon'6jnelease*«« 
Thertr\'^( Pusses^ bgofsy furse^^Mto bis hamdf and exit,) 

ToB. What is all thi$}^(Opens the purst^ and finds U 
fiiWefigM^y^MttciivX heaven! 



Enter Francis. Tomas runs /# mett him. 

Now look. Sir: is confidence in Heaven unrewarded^. 

Fra. I wish you joy ! My master gave you this I • 

Tob. YoSy your noble master. Heaven reward himt 

Fr4i* Just like him. He sent me with hisbook^ that 
no one might be witness to his bounty. 

7hb\ He would not even take my thanks. Re was 
gono before I could speak. 

Bra» Just his way . ' 

7hb^ Now, Si/, Pllgo as quick as these old legs will 
bear me. What a delightful errand 1 I go to release my 
Robert 1 How the lad will rejoice! There is a girl too, 
in the village, that will rejoice with him. Oh ! Provi- 
dence, how good art thou I Years of distress never can 
efface the recollection of former happiness ^ but one 
joyful moment drives from the memory an age of mi. 
sery. lExit. 

Fra.-^iLooks after bimJ-^-y^hy am I not wealthy } 
'Sdeath 1 why am I not a prince I I never thought my. 
self envious ; but I feel I am. Yes, I must envy those 
who, with the will, have the power to4o good. lExit* 
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SCENE II. 

An anticbamber in Wlntersen castle* Enter- a- Maid, 
meeting Footmen toitb tabie and^cbairt* 

Maid. Why, George! Harry i where have you been 
loitering? Pxit down these things. Mrs, Hkller has been 
calling for you this half hour. 

Geo, Welly here I am then. What does she want with 
mer 

Mittd'. That she will tell you herself. Here she 
comes. 

Enter Mr^. Heeler, (tjuitb a letter^} a MaUd follf^ing. 

Mrs, H, Very well; if those thit^s, are done, lot the 
drawing-voontbetnadeoeadyimmediately..— (£;(r. Mmds, ) 
Andy George, run immediately into the pafk, and tell 
Mr. Solotnon I wish to speak with him.-— ^£«. Footman,) 
I cannot understand this. I do not learn wjiether their 
coming to this.piace^ be but the whim of a moment, ova 
plan for a longer stay : If the latter, farewell, solitude T 
facewell, study I— farewell !— Yes-, fmust make room for 
gaiety, and mere frivolity. Yet could I willingly sub- 
mit to all ; but,, should, the Countess give me new proofs 
of her attachment, perhaps of her respect. Oh t how will 
my conscience upbraid me t Or — I shudder at the thought I 
if this seat be visited by company, and chance should 
conduct hither any oi my former acquaintance^- Alas I 
akisl how wretched, is the being wha fears the sight of 
any one fellow-creature I But, oh I superior misery I to 
dread still more the presence of a former friend I — Who's 
there? 
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Enter Peter. 

Pet, Nobody. It's only me. 

Mrj, H, So soon returned ? 

Pet. Sharp lad, a'n't I ? On the road Pve had a bit of 
talktoOy and— - 

Mrs, H, But you have observed my directions! 
^ Pet, Oh, yes, yes : — I told old Tobias as how he wou'd 
never know as long as he lived that the money came from 
you. 

Mrs. H. You found him quite recovered, I hope ? 

Pet. Ay, sure did I. He's coming out to-day for the 
first time. 

Mrs, H, I rejoice to here it. 

Pet, He said that he was obliged to you for all ; and 
before dinner would crawl up to thank you. 

Mrs, H, Good Peter, do me another service. 

Pet, Ay, a hundred, if you'll only let me have a good 
long stare at you. 

Mrs, H, With all my heart! Observe when old To- 
bias comes, and send him away. Tell him I am busy, 
or asleep, or unwell, or what you please. 
• Pet. I will, I will. 

Solomon, '^(fTttbout,) — ^There, '^erc, go to the post* 
office. 

Mrs, H, Oh! here comes Mr. Solomon. 

Pet. What! Father! — Ay, so there is. Father's a 
main clever man : He knows what's going on all over 
the world. 

Mrs, H, No wonder; for you know he receives as 
manv letters as a prime minister and all his secretaries. 
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Enter Solomon. 

« 

Sol. Good ntorning, good morning to you, Mrs. Hal. 
Icr. It gives me infinite pleasure to see you look so 
charmingly well. You have had the goodness to send 
for your humble servant. Any news from the Great 
City? There are very weighty matters in agitation. I 
have my letters too. 

Mrs. H, — (Smiling. )'^1 think, Mr. Solomon, you 
must correspond with the four quarters of the globe. 

Sol, Beg pardon, not with the whole wdrld, Mrs. 
Haller. B\xt'^(consequentially. )'-^to Yye sure I have cor- 
respondents, on whom I can rely, in the chief cities of 
Europe, Asia, Africa, and America. 

Mrs. H, And yet I have my doubts whether you know 
what is to happen this very day at this very place 

Sol, Atthis very place! Nothing material. We meant 
to have sown a little barley to-day ; but the ground is 
too dry : And the she^p- shearing is not to be till to- 
morrow. 

Pel. No, nor the bull-baiting till— 

Sol. Hold your tongue, blockhead I Get about your 
business. 

Pet. Blockhead! There again! T suppose I'm not to 
open my mouth. — (To Mrs. Haller.) — Goodbye ! ^Exit. 

Mrs. H. The Count will be here to-day. 

Sol. How! What! 

Mrs. H. With his lady j and his brother-in-law. Ba- 
ron Steinfort. 

Sol. My letters say nothing of this. You are laugh- 
ing at your humble servant. 

Mrs. H. You know, Sir, I'm not much given to 
jesting. 
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Sol, peter I— Good lack-^i^ay 1 — His Right Honourable 
Excellency Count Winterseny 'and her Right Honourable 
Excellency the Countess Wintersen, and his Honourable 
Loitlshi)[>/Saron Steiaibrt — And, Lord, have mercy I -;iio* 
thing in proper order l-^Hece, . Peter t .Peter I 

.£»/^r.PETBR. 

Pet. Well, now; what's the matter again ? 

Sol, .Call ail the house together xlirectly ! Send to the 
gameJceeper: tell him to bring some venison. Tell 
Rebecca to uncase the furniture, and. take the covering 
fcom the ^Venetian looking-glasses ; that her Right Hof 
mourable Ladyship, the Countess, may look.at.her, gxau 
cious countenance. And tell the cook to let me see, him 
without loss of time. . And tell John to catch a brace or 
two of carp. And- tell— ^nd tell-^r^and . tell— tell Frede- 
rick to friz my Sunday wig-.— rMercy on us! — Tell- 
There— ^Go ! — ( Exit, Peter. J— pHeavens and earth I . so Lit. 
tie of the new furnishingof this old ca&tle is compleated I 
—Where are we to put his Honourable Lordship, the 
Baron ? 

Mrs, H, Let him have the little chamber at the head 
of the stairs : it is a neat room, and commands a beauti- 
ful prospect. 

Sol, Very right, Very right. But thatroom has always 
"been occupied by the Count's private secretsury. ^ip* 
pose I — Hold, I have it. You know the little lodge at 
the end of the park: we can thrust the secretary into 
that. 

Mrs, H. You foi^get, Mr» Solomon, you told me that 
the Stranger lived there. 

, Sol. Pshaw I What hare we to do with the Stranger?— 
Who told him to live there ? — He must turn out. 
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Mrs. H* That would be unjust: fi^r70U said thdt you 
let the dwellhig to Yiim^ and by yoer own account he pays 
Well i6tit. 

S$i. He does; he does. But nobody knows who he 
is. Thedevilhimselfcan't make him out. TO' be sure, 
I kfely received a letter from Spain, which iillbnned me 
that a spyhad taken up his abode in this country, and 
fk^m the dcooiption— 

Mrs. H. A spy! RSdkulousI Every thing I hate 
heard tespeikshim to be ^a man who may be allowM 
to dwell'any where. ^lft»Ufe is solitude and sHtnee. 

S%L So His. 

Mrs* H. You tell metoo, he does much good, ^sAtd in 
private. 

SoL 'That he does. 

'Mrs. H.fHt Imrts nothing; hot thcworm in-his^way. 

'Sf/. That he does not. ' 

-Mrs, iff* ^ He troubles no one. 

Sol. Tmelftni^l 
'Mrs.'H. VftUf what <kic you) want more? 

Sol. I want to know who he is. If the man "wotHd 
only converse a little, one might have an opportunity of 
pumping; but if one meets him in the lime walk, or by 
the river, it is nothing but — "Good morrow :*'-^nd 
off he marches. Once or twice I have contrived ^o 

edge in a word—" Fine day." — "Yes." " Taking a 

** little exercise, I perceive." — " Yes." — And off again 
like a shot. The devil take such close fellows, say 
I. And, like master, like man: not a syllable do I 
know of that mamps,*'his servant, eiccept that his name 
is Francis. 

Mrs. H, You are putting yourself hito a pa^ion, and 
quite forget who are expected* 
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Sa!. So I do— Mercy on ui I — There now, you sec 
what misfortunes arise from not knowing people. 

Mri. H. — {Laoking at her 'waicb.J — Twelveo'cJock al- 
ready ! If hia Lordship has stolen an hour from his usual 
sleep, the family must soon be here. I go to my duty ; 
you will attend to yours, Mr. Solomon. [Exit. 

Sel. Yes, I'll look after my duty, never fear. There 
goesanoiherof the same class. Nobody knowi who she 
is ogajn. However, thus much I do know of her, 
that her Right Honourable Ladyship, the Countess, all 
at opce popp'd her into the house, like a blot of ink 
upon a sheet of paper : But why, wherefore, or for 
what reason, not a soul can tell. " She is to manage 
*' the family within doors." She to manage ! Fire and 
faggots! Haven't I managed every thing within and 
without, most reputably, these twenty years { I must 
own I grow a little old, and shedoestake a deal of pains: 
Butallthisshelearnedofme. When she first came here— 
Mercy on us I she didn't know that linen was made of, 
flai. But what was to be expected from one who has. 
no foreign correspondence i 
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ACriL SCENE L 

A dratjolng-room in the castle^ ivltb a ftanO'forte^ harp^ 
musiCf hook-stand^ sopbas, cbairSy tables^ He. 

Enter Solomon. 

S?o/. Well, for once I think I have the advantage of 
Madam Haller. Such a dance have I provided to wel. 
come their Excellencies, and she quite out of the secret I 
And such a hom^pipe by the little Brunette ! I'll have 
a rehearsal first, tho' ; and then surprise their Honors 
after dinner. — (Flourisb of rural music *witbout.) 

Pet, — fWitbout, y^Sto^i not yet ; not yet : but make 
way there, make way, my good friends, tenants, and viK 
lagers. — ^John I George ! Frederick I Good friends, make 
way. 

Sol. It is not the Count : It's only Baron Stelnfort. 
Stand back, I say ; and stop the music I 

Enter Baron Steinfort, ushered in by Peter and 
Footmen, Fetek mimics and ap£S bis father. 

SoL I have the honour to introduce to your Lordship 
myself, Mr. Solomon ; who blesses the hour in which 
fortune allows him to become acquainted with the Ho** 
nourable Baron Steinforf, brother-in-law of his- Right 
Honourable Excellency, Count Wintersen, my nobl©^ 
master. 

Fet. Bless our noble master ! 

Bar. Old and young, I see they'll allow me no peace. 
(Aside.J'^Enoughf enough, good Mr. Solomon. lama 

C 
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soldier. I pay but few compliments^ and require as few 
from others, 

Soi, I beg, my Lord — ^We do live in the country, to 
be sure ; but we are acquainted with the reverence due 
to exalted personages. 
.. Pei, Yes-^We are acquainted with exalted personages* 

Bar, What is to become of me ?— Well, Well j I hope 
we shall be better acquainted. You must know, Mr, 
Solomon, I intend to assist, for a couple of months, at 
least, in attacking the well-stocked cellars of Wintersen. 

Sol, Why not whole years, my Lord ? Inexpressible 
would be the satisfaction of your humble servant . And, 
though I say it, wcll-stocked, indeed, are our cellars, i 
have, in every respect, here, managed matters in so fru* 
gal and provident a way, that his Right Honourable £x« 
cellency, the Count, will be astonished.— (Baron sin on 
the sopbay not listening.) — Extremely sorry it is not in my 
power to entertain your Lordship. 

Pet. Extremely sorry. 

SoL Where can Mrs. Haller have hid herself? 

Bar, Mrs. Haller! who is she? 

Sol, Why, who she is, I can't exactly tell yout 
Lordship. 

Pet, No, nor I. 

SoL None of my correspondents give any account of 
her. She is here in the capacity of a kind of a superior 
housekeeper. Methinks I hear her silver voice upon 
the stairs. I will have the honour of sending her to youc 
Lordship in an instant. 

Bar, Oh ! don't trouble yoiirself. 

Sol, No trouble, whatever! I remain, at all times^ 
your honourable Lordship's most obedient, humble, ami 
devoted servant. [Exit^ homing, 

Pet^ Devoted servant. iExit^ hwing. 



»> 



ABU* 9RB STRANGER* t§ 

Bar. Now for a fresh plague. Now aift I to be tor- 
mented by some chattering old ugly hag, till I am stuiw 
ned with her noise and bificious hospitality. O, patiehce I 
what a virtue art thou! 

Enter Mrs. HalleR, <tvhh a Becoming cunsy. BaroU 
riseSy and returns a bo*w, in confusion* 

f Aside. J ^^1^0 f old she is not. — (Qasts another glace at 
ker.)^^lio, by Jove, nor ugly. 

Mrs. H. I rejoice, my Lord, in thus becoming act 
quainted with the brother of my benefactress. 

Bar. Madam, that title shall be doubly vakiabld to 
me, since it gives me an kitroduction equally to be rei 
joiced at. 

Mrs. H.-^fTttbdut attending to the tompHmenf.J'^Thi^ 

lovely weather, then^ has inticed the Count from the 
city? 

Bar, Not exactly that. You know him. Sunshine 
or clouds are to him alike, as long as eternal summ^if 
ttfigns in his own heart and family. 

Mrs. H. The Count possesses a most ch^efful and 
dmiable philosophy. Ever in the same happy humour % 
ever enjoying each minute of his life. But you must 
confess, my Lord, that he is a favourite child of fortune, 
and has much to be grateful to her for. Not merely 
because she has given him birth and rithes, but for a 
native sweetness of temper, never to be acquired ; and u 
graceful suavity of manners, whose school must be the 
mind. And, need I enumerate among fortune^s favours, 
the hand and affections of your accomplished sister? 

Bar.-^More and mote struck^ as her understanding 
opens upon him.) — True, Madam. My good easy brothei? 
too seems fully sensible of his happiness, and is resolved: 
to retain, it. He has quitted the service ta Hve here. 
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am yet afraid he may soon grow weary of Wintersen and 
retirement. 

Mrs, H. I should trust not. They who bear a cheer- 
ful and unreproaching conscience into solitude, surely 
must encrease the measure of their own enjoyments : 
They quit the poor, precarious, the dependant pleasures, 
which they borrowed from the world, to draw a real 
bliss from that exhaustless source of true delight, the 
fountain of a pure unsullied heart. 

Bar. Has retirement long possessed so lovely an ad- 
vocate } 
Mrs. H. I have lived here three years. 
Bar. And never felt a secret wish for the society you 
left, and must have adorned. 

Mrs. H. Never. 
• Bar. ' To feel thus belongs either to a very rough or a 
very polished souh The first sight convinced me in 
which class lam to place you. 

Mrs. H.-^Wttb a x/jf/&.>— There n^y, perhaps, be a 
third case. 

Bar. Indeed, Madam, I wish not to be thought for- 
ward ; but women always seemed to me less calculated 
for retirement than men. We have a thousand employ- 
ments, a thousand amusements, which you have not. 
Mrs. H. Dare I ask what they are ? 
Bar. We ride— we hunt — ^we play— read— write. — 
Mrs. H* The noble employments of the chase, and the 
still .more noble employment of play, I grant you. 

Bar. Nay, but dare I ask what are your employments 
for a day ? 

Mrs. H. Oh, my Lordl you cannot imagine how 
quickly time passes, when a certain uniformity guides 
the minutes of our life. How often do I ask, " Is Sa- 
<* turday come again so soon ?** On a bright cheerful 
morning my books and breakfast are carried out upon the 
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grass-plot. Then is the sweet picture of reviving in- 
dustry and eager innocence always new to me. The 
birds' notes so often heard, still waken new ideas : The 
herds are led into the fields : The peasant bends his eye 
upon his plough. Every thing lives and moves ; and, 
in every creature's mind, it seems as it were morning* 
Towards evening, I begin to roam abroad : From th^ 
park into the meadows. And sometimes returning, I 
pause to look at the village boys and girls as they play. 
Then do I bless their innocence, and pray to Heav'n 
those laughing, thoughtless hours could be their lot for 
ever. 

Bar, This is excellent 1— But these are summer amuse* 
ments. — The winter! the winter! 

Mrs, H, Why for ever picture winter like old age, 
torpid, tedious, and uncheerful ? Winter has its own de- 
lights: This is the time to instruct and mend the mind, 
by reading and reflection. At this season, too, I often 
take my harp, and amuse myself by playing or singing 
the little favourite airs, that remind me of the past, or, 
solicit hope for the future. 

Bar, Happy indeed are they who can thu^ create and 
vary their own pleasures and employments. 

Emer Peter. 

Peter, Well— -well— Pray npw — I was ordered— I caa 
keep him back no longer.— He will come in* 
fifrs, H, Who is it you mean? 
fet. Why, old Tobias. 

Enter Tobias, (farcing his njaay,) 

^ob, I must, good Heaven, I must ! 
Mrs. H, — (Confused,)-^! have no time, at present— 
I — I — You see I am not alone. 

C3 
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*tfib. Ohl this good gentleman will forgive me. 

Bar. Wh^t do you want ? 

T^b, To return thanks. Even charity is a burthen if 
|>ne may not be grateful for it. 

Mrs. H. To-morrow, good Tobias \ to-morrow. 

Bar. Nay, no false delicacy. Madam. A}low him to 
vent the feelings of his heart ; and permit me to witness 
^ scene, which convinces me, even more powerfully thai) 
your conversation, how nobly you employ your time* 
Speak, old man. 

T9b. Oh, Lady, that each word which drops from 
my lips, might call down a blessing on your head 1 I lay 
forsaken and dying in my hut : Not even bread nor hope 
remained. Oh ! then you came in the form of an angel^ 
brought medicines to me; and your sweet consoling 
voice did more than those. I am recovered. To-day, 
for the first time, I have returned thanks in presence of 
the §un: And now I come to you, noble Lady. Let me 
drop my tears upon your charitable hand. For your 
sake Heaven has blessed my latter days. The Strange^ 
too, who lives near me, has given me a purse of gold tq 
buy my son's release. I am pn n^y way to the city : I 
shall purchase my Robert's release. Then I shall hs^vf 
an honest daughter-in-law. And you, if ever after that 
you pass our happy #ottage, oh 1 what must you feel, 
when you say to yourself^ " This is my work ! •* 

Mrs. H.'^(In a tone ^intreaty.) — Enough, Tobias, 
enough! 

Toh. I beg pardon ! I cannot utter what is breathing 
in my breast. There is one who knows it. May his 
blessing and your own heart reward you . — (Exit. Peter 
follo'wing* Mrs. Haller casts her eyes upon the ground^ 
and contends against the confusion of an exalted soul <wken 
surprised in a good action. Baron stands opposite to her. 



Aa It. THE STRANOEK* Sj 

and f mm time to time casts a glance at ber, in 'wbicb bis 
heart is swimming,) 

Mrs. H.'^C Endeavouring to bring about a cowversa^ 
tion,)'^! suppose, my Lord, we may expect the Count 
and Countess every moment now } 

Bar. Not just yet, Madam. He travels at his leisure. 
I am selfish, perhaps, in not being anxious for his speed : 
The delay has procured me a delight which I never shall 
forget. 

Mrs, ^.—C.y»i/7/»^ J— You satirize mankind, my Lord. 

Bar, How so ? 

Mrs, H, In supposing such scenes to be uncommon. 

Bar, I confess I was little prepared for such an ac 
quaintance as yourself: I am extremely surprised. When 
Solomon told me your name and situation, how could I 
suppose that— 

Mrs, H, My name? — ^Yes — I don' I wish tamake it of 
greater consequence than it is. 

Bar, Pardon my curiosity: You have been, or are 
married ? 

Mrs, H,'^{Suddenly sinking from ber cbeerful raillery 
into mournful gloom. J^^l have been married, my Lord. 

Bar.'^Wbose enquires evince bis curiosity^ yet are re* 
strained ivitbin tbe bounds oftbe nicest respect,)-^ A wi- 
dow, then? 

Mrs, H. I beseech you-*— There are strings in the hu- 
man heart, which touched, will sometimes utter dreadful 
discord — I beseech you— 

Bar, I understand you, I see you know how to con- 
ceal every thing, except your perfections. 

Mrs, H, My perfections, alas \'^{Rural music nvitbout, ) 
'—But I hear the happy tenantry announce the Count's 
S^rrival. Your pardon, my Lord : I must attend them. 

lExit. 

C4 
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Bar. Excellent creature !— What is she, and what can 
be her history ? I must seek my sister instantly. How 
strong and how sudden is the interest I feel for herl But 
it is a feeling I ought to check. And yet, why. so ^ 
Whatever are the emotions she has inspired, I am sure 
they arise from the perfections of her mind ; and never 
shall they be met with unworthiness in mine. [Exit* 



SCENE II. 

77>e Lanvn. 

Solomon and Peter are discovered arranging tbe tenanity* 

Rural Music, 

Enter Count and Countess Wintei^sen, (the lattet 
leading ber ChildJ the Baron, Mrs. Haller, 
Charlotte, and Servants folloiuing , 

Sol. Welcome, ten thousand welcomes, your Excel, 
lencies. Some little preparation made for welcome too. 
But that will be seen anon. 

Count. Well! here we are! Heaven bless our advance 
and retreat 1 Mrs. Haller, I bring you an invalid, who, 
in future, will swear to no flag but your's 

Mrs. H. Mine flies for retreat and rural happiness. 

Count. But not without retreating graces and retiring 
Cupids too. 

Countess. — (Who has in the mean time kindly embraced 
Mrs. Haller, and by ber been 'welcomed /o Wintersen.)— - 
My dear Count, you forget that I ?im present. 

Count. Why, in the name of chivalry, how can I do 
less than your gallant brother, the Baron, who has been 
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80 kind as nearly to kill my four greys^ in order to be 
here five minutes before me ? 

Bar, Had I known all the charms of this place, you 
should have said so with justice. 

Countess. Don't you think William much grown? 

Mrs, H, The sweet boy ! — {Stoops tokissbim^ and deep 
melancholy oversbado^ws ber countenance,) 

Count. Well, Solomon, you've provided a good dinner? 

Sol, As good as haste would allow, please your Right 
Honourable Excellency I 

Pet, Yes, as good as— [,Co\XTit goes aside lohbSoX. 

Bar, Tell me, 1 conjure you, sister, what jewel you 
have thus buried in the country. 

Countess, Hal hat ha 1 What, brother,, you caught at 
last I 

Bar, Answer me. 

Countess, Well, her name is Mrs. Haller. 

Bar, That I know ; but— 

Countess, But! — ^but I know no more myself. 

Bar, Jesting apart, I wish to know. 

Countess, And, jesting apart, I wish you would not 
plague me. I have at least a hundred thousand important 
things to do. Heavens ! the vicar may come to pay his 
respects to me before I have been at my toilet : of course 
I must consult my looking-glass on the occasion. Come, 
William, will you help to dress me, or stay with your 
father? 

Will. I had rather stay here. 

Count, We'll take care of him. 

Countess, Come, Mrs. Haller. 

l^Exit, ivitb Mrs, Haller, Charlotte fhlloivlng^ 

Bar. — {Aside y and going,) — I am in a very singular hu. 
mour. 

Count. Whither so fast, good brother? 

far. To my apartment ; I have letters to— I-^ 
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Couni* Pihal stay. Let ui take a turn in the park to. 
gether. 

Bar* Bxcuse me. I am not perfectly well. I should 
be but bad company. I— \^Exlt. The Tenantry retire* 

Count, Welly Solomon, you're as great a fool as ever, 
I see. 

SoL Hal ha! At your Right Honourable Excellency's 
service. 

Count. '^('Points to Peter.)— Who is that ape in the 
comer ? 

Sol, Ape 1— Oh I that is-^with respect to yourEx. 
cellency be it spoken-«-the son of my body ; by name, 
Peter.— CPeter bo^s,) 

Count, So, sol Weill how goes all on? 

Sol, Well and good; well and good. Your ExceL 
lency will see how P ve improved the park : You'll not 
know it s^ain. A hermitage here; serpentine walks 
there ; an obelisk ; a ruin ; and all so sparingly, all done 
with the most economical economy. 

Count, Well, PU have a peep at your obelisk and ruins 
while they prepare for diniter. 

Sol, I have already ordered it, and will have the hot 
nour of attending your Right Honourable Excellency. 

Count, Come, lead the way. Peter, attend your young 
master to the house ; we must not tire him. 

[Exlty conducted hy Solomon. 

Pet, This way, your little Excellency, and we shall 
see the bridge as we go by; and the new boat, with all 
the fine ribbands and streamers. This way, your little 
Excellency^ [Exit^ leading the ChM. 
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SCENE III, 



The AntUbamker* Eutir Mrs . H A L L E R • 

Mrs. H. What has thus alarmed and subdued mef 
My tears flow ; my heart bleeds. Already had I apparent- 
ly overcome my chagrin i already had I at least assum- 
ed that easy gaiety once so natural to me, when the sight 
of this child in an instant overpowered me. When tho 
Countess called him Williaoi-^Oh I she knew not that 
she plunged a poniard in my heart. I have a William too, 
who must be as tall as this, if he be still alive. Ah 1 
yes, ifhe be still alive. His little sister too. Why, 
Fancy, dost thou rack me thus ? Why dost thou image 
my poor children, fainting in sickness, and crying to 
their mother ? To the mother who has abandoned them } 
*^f Weeps,) — What a wretched outcast am 1 1 And tha^ 
just to-day I should be doomed to feel these horrible emo« 
tions! just to day, when disguise was %q necessary. 

jj«/^r C H A R Lo T T E , Mlotving at the d^or, 

Cha, Your servant, Mrs. Haller. I beg. Madam, I 
may have a room 6t for a respectable person- 
Mr/. H. The chamber into which you have been 
shewn is, I think, a very neat one, 

Cba, A very neat ont , is it \ Up the back stairs, and 

over the laundry I I should never be able to close my 

eyes. 

Mrs, H, — {Very mildly,) — ^I slept there a whple y«ar« 

Qba, Did you ? Then I advise ypu to remove into it 

.again, and the sooner the better. I'd have you to know,, 

Madam, there is a material difference between certain 

persons and certain persons. Much depends upon the 
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manner in which one has been educated. I think, Ma- 
dam> it would only be proper if you resigned your room 
to me. 

Mrs* H. If the Countess desires it, certainly. 

Cba. The Countess! Very pretty, indeed 1 Would you 
have me thfnk of plaguing her Ladyship with such trifles ? 
I shall order my trunk to be carried wherever I please. 

Mrs. H, Certainly 5 only not into my chamber. 

Cba. Provoking creature ! But how could I expect to 
find breeding among creatures born of they know not 
whom, and coming they know not whence \ 

Mrs. H. The remark is very justi 

Enter Petbh, in baste. 

Pet. Ohludl Ohiud! Ohludl Ohludl 

Mrs. H. What's the matter? 

Pet. The child has fallen into the river! His little 
Excellency is drowned ! ' 

Mrs. H. Who ? What ? 

Pet. His honor, my young master! 

Mrs. H. Drowned ? 

Pet. Yes. 

Mrs. H. Dead ? 

Pet. No ; he's not dead. 

Mrs. H. Well, well, then softly {-^youwill alarm the 
Countess. 

Enter tbe Baron. 

Bar. What is the matter ? Why all this noise ? 

Pet. Noise? Why — 

Mrs. H. Be not alarmed, my Lord. Whatever may 
have happened, the dear child is now at least safe. You 
said S0| I think| master Peter. 



A8i II* ' THl STRANGER* 19 

Pet. Why, to be sure, his little Excellency is not hurt } 
but he's very wet though : and the Count is taking him 
by the garden door to the house. 

Bar. Right> that the Countess may not be alarmed, 
fiut tell us, young mau) how could it happen? 

Pet, From beginning to end i 

Mrs. H. Never mind particulars. You attended the 
dear child. 

Pei. True ; and he would see the boat and streamers. 
I turned round only for a moment^ and then, oh, how I 
was scared, to see him borne down the river 1 

Bar, And you drew him out again directly ? 

Pet. No, I didn't : 'twas the deepest part 5 and I never 
could swim in my life. But I called and bawled as loud 
as I could ; I believe you might have heard me down to 
the village. 

Mrs. H. Ay— and so the people came immediately to 
his assistance. 

Pet. No, they didn't: But the Stranger came, that lives 
yonder, close to old Toby, and never speaks a syllable. 
Odsbodlikins 1 What a devil.of a fellow it isl With a 
sii^le sprii^ bounces he slap into the torrent \ sails and 
dives about and about like a duck ; gets me hold of the 
little angel's hair, and, heav'n bless him 1 pulls him safe 
to dry land.— Ha 1 ha 1 ha 1 

Bar. I think I hear them. 

Mrs. H. Is the Stranger with them ? 

Pet. Oh lud I no. He ran away. His Excellency 
wanted to thank him, and all that: but he was off: 
vanished like a ghost. 

Enter Solomon. 

.^0/. Ohl thou careless varlet I I disown you I What 
an accident might have happened 1 and how you have 
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terrified his Excellency ? But I beg pardon— /^^oio/^— 
His Right Honourable Etcellencyy the Count, requests 
your — 

3af. We come. lEscit nuub Mrs. Haller, 

Cba, Ha! ha! ha I Why, Mr. Solomon, you seem td 
have a hopeful pupil. 

Sol. Ah! sirrah! 

Cba. But, Mr. Solomon, why were you not' nimble 
enough to have saved his young Lordship i 

S»L Not in time, my sweet Miss. Besides, mercy on 
us ! I should have sunk like a lump of lead : and I hapw 
pened to have a letter of consequence in my pocket, 
which Would have been made totally illegible : a ktter 
firom Constantinople, written by Chevalier-^What^s hi9 
name }'^f'Dra*ws a letter from tit pocket, and futtiftg if 
up agai^ directly, drops it, Peter takes it up slyly, and 
vnobsern)ed.y^\X contains momentous matter, I assure 
you. The world will be astonished when it comes to* 
light ; and not ft soul will suppose that old Solomon had 
a fingerin the pie 

Cba. No, that I believe. 

Sol. But I must go and see to the cellar. Miss, your 
most obedient servant. [Bsiit* 

€bs.'^{01tb pride. J^-Yoxit servant, Mr. Solomon. 

Pet. Here's the letter from Constantinople. I wonder 
what it can be about. Now for it X'^ opens it. ) 

Cba. Ay, let us have it. 

Pet. -^ Reads. y-^^ If so be y©u say so, 1*11 never work 
** for you, never no more. Considering as how youf 
<< Sunday waistcoat has been turned three times, it dosen'f 
** look amiss, and I've charged as little as any tailor of 
" 'em all. You say I must pay for the buckram j but I 
<* say, I'll be damn'd if I do. So no more from your 
«« loving nephew, Timothy Twistr"— From Constantino^ 
Xdel WhyeousinTim^writit. 
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Cha. Cousin Tim! Who is he? 
Fet. Good lack! Don't you know cousin Tim > Why, 
he's one of the best tailors in all— 

Cba. A tailor! No, Sir, I do not know him. My fa.- 
ther was state-coachman, and wore his Highnessi*s livery. 

lExit. 

p£t, — (^Mimicking,) — " My father was state-coachman, 

•* and wore his Highness's livery." — ^Well, and cousin 

Tim could have made his Highness's livery, if you go 

to that. Ifioing. 

Enter Solomon. 

SqL Peter, you ninny, stay where you are. fs that 
chattering girl gone \ Didn't I tell you we would have a 
practice of our dance? and they are all ready on the lawn. 
Mark me ; I represent the Count, and you the Baron. 

[Exit *witb affected dignity. 'PettrfolloivSy mimicking 



SCENE IF. 

The La^wn, Seats placed. 

Rustic Music. 

Dancers are discovered as ready to perform* 

Solomon and Peter enter^ and seat themselves. 

A Dance. 

In nvbicb the dancers pay their reverence to Solomon and 

Peter as they pass. At the end Solomon and Peter 

strut off before the dancers. 

END OF ACT II. 



gg TMl STRANGBR. AB IIL 



ACt III. SCENE I. 



The Skirts of the Fark and Lodge ^ &c, as before. The 
Stranger is discovered on a Seat reading. 

Enter Francis. 

Fra. Pinner is ready. 
Stra. I want no dinner. 
Fra. I've got something good. 
Stra. Eat it yourself. 
Fra. You arc not hungry ? 

Stra. No, 

Fra. Nor I. The heat takes away all appetite. * 

Stra. Yes. 

Fra. ril put it by ; perhaps at night— 

Stra. Perhaps. 

Fra.^ After a pause.y^Dczx Sir, dare I speak ? 

Stra. Speak. 

Fra. You have done a noble action. 

Stra. What? 

Fra. You have saved a fellow-creature's life. 

Stra. Peace. 

Fra. Do you know who he was ? 

Stra. No. 

Fra. The only son of Count Wintersen. 

Stra. Immaterial. 

Fra. A gentleman, by report, Worthy and benevdlent 
as yourself. 

Stra. — { Angry, )'^Si\tnce ! I?are you flatter me } 

Fra. As I look %o heav'n for mercy, I speak from my 
heart. When I observe how you are doing good around 
you, how you are making every individual's wants your 
own, and are yet yourself unhappy, alas! my heart 
bleeds for you. 



ASl IIL THE STRANGER* ^^ 

Stra, I thank you^ Francis. I can Only thank you. 
Yet share this consolation with me : —my sufferings ave 
unmerited. 

Fra, My poor master ! 

Stta, Have you forgotten What the oM man said this 
morning > " There is another and a better world ! " Oh, 
*twas true. Then let us hope with fervency, and yet 
endure with patience ! — ^What's here \ 

Enter Ch A R LO t T E, from the Park Cote. 

. Char, I presume. Sir, you are the strange gentleman 
that drew my young master out of the water ?— ('Stranger 
starei at i&^r.)— Or — (7i Francis)— Are you hct— 
(Yx2SiZ\%make5 a tvry face. )'^ Are the creatures both 
dumb? — (Looks at them by turns : tbey stare at ber.}-^ 
Surely old Solomon has fixed two statues here, by way of 
ornament; for of any use there is no sign; — (Approaches 
Francis.) — ^No, this is alive, and breathes; yes, and 
moves its eyes.— fStfou// in bis ear.J-^Good friend I > 

Fra. Pm not deaf. 

Cbar. Nor dumb, I perceive at Ikst.-^Is yon lifekss 
thing your master i 

Ft a. That honest silent gentleman is my master. 

Char. The same that saved the young Count's life ? 

Fra. The same. 

Char. — (To Stranger.)— Sir, my master and mistress, 
the Count and Countess, present their respectful com- 
pliments, and request the honour of your company at a 
family supper this evening. 

Stra, I shall not come. 

Chiar. But you'll scarce send such an uncivil answer as 
this. The Count is overpowered with gratitude. You 
have saved his son's life. 

Stra. I did it willingly. 

D 
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Chafp Afi4 w«»'Ciiccept of, << I thank you, " in return } 

Strm. No* 

Char. Yoti really are cruel, Sir, I must tell you. Thero 
are three of us ladies at the castle, and we are all dying 
with curiosity to kn^w who you are .-*C£;v// Stranger .,> — 
The master it crabbed enough, however. Let me try 
what I can make of the man. Pray, Sir,**-.( Francis turnf 
bis back i§ i&rr.}— The beginning promises little enough., 
Friend, why won't you look at me } 

Fra. I like to k>ok at green trees better than green 
eyesl 

Cbmt. GrMn eyes, you nonstert Who told you that 
my eyes were green? Let me tell you there have been 
sonnets made on my eyes before now. 

Fra, Glad to hear tt* 

Cbmr. To the point then at once, Whatit your master ? 

Fra, Aman« 

Cbm¥, I surmised as much, , But what's his name ? 

Fra* The same as his Cher's. 

Char, Not unlikely ^^««nd his father waa^-p* 

Fra. Married. 

Cihif. Towhom? 

Fra, To a woman. 

Chaf.^Snrmged,y^V\\ tell you what! who your 
master is, I see I shall not learn, and I jionU care < but I 
know what you are. 

Fra. Well, what am I ? 

Cbar. A bear! iExlu 

Fra. Thank youl Now to see how habit and exunple 
corrupt one*s manners. I am naturally the civilosi* 
spoken follow in the world to the pretty prattKng rogues : 
yet, following my master's humour, Pve nidtly driven 
this wench away. 
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Enter STRAKOj^itt 

^ ^/rtf. Is that woman gone i 

fra. yes. 

Stra, Francis I 

frtf. Sir, 

Stra. We must be gone too. 

¥ra. But whither) 

Stra, I don't pr^. 

f rtf . ni attend you. 

Str^, To any place ? 

/r<i. To death* 

^/rtf. Heav'n grant it— 10 me at least I There is peace. 

Fra. Peace is every where. Let the storm rage with^ 
iHit, if the heart be but at rest. Yet T thi^k wc ai« 
very well where we are : the situation Is iovitiAg ; an4 
nature lavish of her beauty^s, and of her bounties too. 

Stra. But I am not a wild beast^ to b^ stared alt» and 
sent for as a shew. Is it fit I should be I 

Fra. Another of your interpretations! Thatamani 
the life of whose only son you have saved^ should invite 
you to his house^ seems to me not very unnatural. 

Strm. I will npt be ifivi|e4 to any htmse, 

Fra, For once methinks you might submit.. Yott'U 
not be askei^ si^ond fiine^ 

Stra, Proud wretches! They believe the siest faien- 
tial service is requited, if one may but hftv# the hoflpur 
of sitting at their tabU. ]>t us be goiMS 

Fra. Yet bold. Sir t This bustje will sooa ]^ 9ver. 
Used to the town, the Count and his parry will s«on be 
tired of simple nature, and y^u will agajilt be fyi^ f^m 
observation. 

Stra. Not from your's. 

Fra. This is too much. Do I deserve ypux dov^ts } 

D i 
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Stra, Am I in the wrong ? 

Fra. You are indeed I 

Sfra. Francis, my servant, yooare my only friend. 

f Giving his band, J 

Fra. That title makes amends forall.— (/iTw^ji/.J 

Stra. But look, Francis ; there are uniforms and gay 
dresses in the walk again. No, I must be gone. Here 
I'll stay no longer. 

Fra. Well then, Pll tie up my bundle. 

Stra. The sooner the better! They come this way. 
Now must I shut myself in my hovel, and lose this fine 
breeze. Nay, if they be your high-bred class of all, 
they may have impudence enough to walk into my 
chamber. Francis, I shall lock the door. ^^f Goes into 
the Todgff locks the dfforf andfastens the shutters.) 

Fra. And I'll be your centinel. Should these people 
be as* inquisitive as their maid, X must summon my whole 
stock of impertinence. But their questions and my 
answers need little study. They can learn nothing of the 
Stranger from me ; for the best of all possible reasons^-I 
know nothing myself. 

Enter Ba&on and Countess. 

Countess. There is a strange face. The servant pro- 
bably. 

Bar. Friend, can we speak to your master ? 

Fra. No. 

Bar. Only for a few minutes. 

Fra. He has locked himself in his room. 

Countess.- Tell hinri a lady waits for him. 

Fra. Then he's sure not to come. 
' Countess. Does he hate our sex } 

Fra. He hates the whole human race, but woman par. 
ticularly. 

Countess. And why ? 
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Era. He may perhaps have been deceived. 

Countess. This is not very courteous. 

Fra. My master is not over courteous : but when he 
sees a chance of saving a fellow^reature's life, Re'll at- 
tempt it at the hazard of his own. 

Bar. You are right. Now hear the reason of our visit. 
The wife and brother-in-law of the man, whose child 
your master has saved, wish to acknowledge their obliga- 
tions to him. 

Fra. That he dislikes. He only wishes to live un- 
noticed. 

Countess, He appears to be unfortuna^tiSf 

Fra, Appears 1 

Countess. An affair of honour, perhaps, or some ua- 
Jiappy attachment may have«— 

Fira, They may. 

Countess. Be this as it may, I wish to know who he is. 

Fra. So do I. 

Countess. What I don't you know him yourself ? 

Fra. Oh I I know him well enough. I mean his real 
self — His heart<p— his soul — his worth — his honor 1 — Per- 
haps you think one knows a man, when one is acquainted 
with his name and person i 

Countess. 'Tis well said, friend; you please me much. 
And now I should like to know you. Who are you ? 

fra. Your humble servant. I Exit. 

Countess. Nay, now, this is affectation ! A desire to appear 
singular ! Every onewishestomakehimselfdistinguished. 
One sails round the world 5 another creeps into a hovel. 

Bar. And the man apes hi§ master ! 

Countess. Come, brother, let us seek the Count. He 
and Mrs. Haller turned into tbfe lawn. — (Going. J 

Bar. Stay. First a word or two, sister : ! am in love. 

Countess. For the hundredth time. 

Bar. For the first time in my life. 

D 3 
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Countess. I with you joy. 

Bar, 'Till now you have evaded my enquiries* Who 
is she } I beseech you^ sister^ be serious. There is ft time 
for M things. 

Countess. Blessus! Why, you look as if you were going 
to fftise a Spirit . Don't fix your eyes so earnestly. . Well, 
f f I am to be serious, I obey. I do not know who Mrs. 
if alter is, as I have already told you ; but what I do 
know of her, shall not be concealed from you. It may 
now be thr^ years ago, when, one evening, about twi. 
light, a lady was announced, who wished to speak to mm 
in private. Mrs. Haller appeared^ with all that grace 
and modesty which have enclianted you. Her features, 
at that moment, bore keener marks of the sorrow and 
confusion, which have since settled into geatle melaiife 
choly. She threw herself at my feet ; and besought me 
to save a wretch, who was on the brink of despair. 
She told me she had heard much of my bcaevolence, and 
offered herself as a servant to attend me« I endeavoured 
to dive into the cause of Mr sufferii^s, but in vain. 
She concealed her secret, yet opened to me more and 
more each day, a heart, chosen by virtue as her temple, 
and an understanding improved by the most refined AU 
tainments. She no longer itmained my servant, but be^ 
came my friend^ and, by her own desire, has ever sinct 
resided here, — CCtfr//)>i»^.^^ Brother, I have done. 

Bar, Too little to satisfy my curiosity $ yet enough 
to make me realize my project. Sister, lend loe your 
aid-^I would marry her. 

Countess. You I 

Bar. I. 

Countess. Baron Stelnfort I 

Bar. For shame 1 If I understand you 1 

Countess, )iot so harsh, and not so hasty ! Thoaegreatscn* 
fiments of contempt of inequality ia rank are very fine ia 
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a romance : bnt we happen not to b« inhabitailti of an 
ideal world. How could you introdiice her to th« dvcle 
we lire in r You surely w<mld not attempt to pr^stnt 
her to— 

Bar. Objectasyou will---fny answer is— //•<v#« Sitltr^ 
you see a man before you^ who**- 

Coufitest. Who wants a wife. 

Bar, No; who has deliberately poistd tdvafitage 
against disadvantage ; domestic ease and comfort against 
the false gaieties of fashion. I can withdraw Into the 
country. I need no honours to make my tenants happy , 
and my heart will teach me to make their happiness my 
own. With such a wife as this^ children who resemble 
her, and fortune enough to spread comfort around me, 
what would the soul of man have more I 

Countess. This is all vastly fine. I admire your plan ; only 
you seem to hate forgotten one tnfltng clrcumstMcc* 

Bar. And that is ?-* 

Countess. Whether Mrs. Haller wilt have yoU or Aot. 

Bar. There,, sister, I just want yoorast»tance-^(^W«^ 
ing her band. >->Good Henrietta t 

Countess, Well, here's ray hand* Pll do aU I can for 
you. St ! — ^We had near been overheard* Tliey aift 
coming. Be patient and obedient, 

■ 

Enter Covvr and Mrs. HallbAi leaning m hit arm. 

Count. Uponmywordi Mrs, Haller, you are a nimble 
walker : I should be sorry to run a race with you. 

Mrs, H. Custom, my Lord. ^ You need only tako the 
same walk every day for a month. 

Count. Yes, if I wanted to resemble my greyhounds.-^ 
But what said the Stranger? 

Countess, He gave Charlotte a flat refusal ; and you see 
his door, and even his shutters, are closed against us. « 

D 4 
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Count, Whtt an unaccountable being! But it won't do« 
I must shew my gratitude one way or other. Steinfort, 
yre will takQ the ladies home^ and then you shall try once 
again to see him. You can talk to these oddities bettcf 
fhan I cau. 

Bar. If you wish it^.with all my heart. 

Count. Thank you; thank you. Come, ladies; come 
Mrs. HalleTf lExeunt, 

'* * - * 

SCENE II. 

J close Walk in the Garden, 
Snter Countess and Mrs. Haller. 

Countess. Well^Mrs. Haller, hQwdoyou Uk^theman 
that just now left us i 
:Mts,H. Who? 
-'Countess. My brother. 

Mrs. H. He deserves to be your brother. . 

Countess, — (Curtsying. ) — Your most obedient ! That 
shall be written in my pocket-book. 

Mrs. H. Without flattery then, Madam, he appears 
to be most amiable. 

Countess. Good I— And a handsome man ? 

Mrs. H.^f^itb indifference.) — Oh, yes! 
'Countess. "Oh, yesl" It sounded almost like, "Oh, 
no I *' But I must tell you, that he looks upon you to be a 
handsome woman.-^/'Mrs. Hallcr smiles.) — You make 
no reply to this ? 

Mrs. H. What shall I reply F Derision never fell from 
your lips ; and I am little calculated to support it. 
t Countess. As little as you are calculated to be the cause 
of it. No, I was in earnest.— Now ? 



Mrs. H. Yeuconfuse me 1«— But why should I play the 
prude \ I will own there was a time wheu I thought ^ 
myself handsome. 'Tis past. Alas I the enchanting I ^ 
beauties of a female countenance arise from peace of 1^^ 
juind-r-' The look which captivates an honourable roan |^ '^ 
;niist be reflected from a noble soul. '1 ^ a 

C9untess. Thenheav'n grant my bosom may ever hold ^ * 
»s pune a hearty as now those eyes bear witness lives in ^ 
pour's I 

Mrs. H.—fWitb sudden wldness.)'-^h\ Heav'n 
forbid 1 

Countess. — (^stonhbed. y^Kow I 

Mrs. H. — {Checking ber tears.) — Spare met I am a 
wretch : The sufferings of three years can give me nq 
claim to your friendship-^No, not even to your compas. 
^ion. Oh I spare me ! — (Going.) 

Countess. Suy, Mrs. Haller. For the first time» I beg 
your confidence. — My brother Loves you. 

Mrs^ H.-^iStarting^. and gazing full in tbe face of the 
Countess. )^'Tqt mirth, too much— for earnest, too 
mournful 1 

CtfCfxr//^/. I revere that modest blush. Discover to me 
who you are. You risk, nothing. Pour all your griefs into 
a sister's bosom. Am I not kind ? and can I not be silent ? 

Mrs. H. Alas I But a frank reliance on a generous 
mind is the greatest sacrifice to be offer*d by true repen- 
tance. This sacrifice I will offer. "^{Hesita ting ^J'^Did 
you never hear — Pardon me-^-Did you never hear— 
phi how shocking is it to unmask a deception, which 
alone has recommended me to your regard ! But it must 
be so. — Madam — Fie, Adelaide I does pride become you ) 
Did you never hear of the Countess Waldbourg ? 

Countess. I think I did hear at the neighbouring court 
of such a creature. She plunged an honourable husband 
into misery. She ran away with a villain. 
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Mrs,H She did indeed.— (Ftf/// at the feet of the 
Countess.) — Do not cast me from you. 

Countess » For Heaven's sake! You arc- 
Mr/.^. I am that wretch. 

Countess. "(turning from herewith horror, y^Hz, t-«>Be« 
gone \^{Gotng> Her heart drafts her haek.J^^Yet, the is 
unfortunate: she is unfriended! Her image is re pemmfee — ■ 
Her life the proof— She has wept her &ultifi three yeara 
agony. Be still awhile, remorseless prejudice, and let 
the genuine feelings of my soUl avow—they do not truly 
honour virtue, who can insult the erring heart that would 
return to her sanctuary.— (^wiiw^ tvhh sorrono on her.) 
* Rise, 1 beseech you, rise ! My husband and my brother 
may surprize us. I promise to be silent .—(i?a/iii^*«'.) 

Mrs. H. Yes, you will be silent— But, Oh 1 Conscience I 
Conscience I thou never wilt be %i\etit.*^Clasping her 
hand.) — Do not cast me from you. 

Countess. Never! Your lonely life, your silent anguish 
and contrition, may at length atone your ctrme. And 
never shall you want an asylum, where your penitence 
may lament your loss. 

Mrs. H. Yes, I have lost him. But— I had children 

too. 

Countess. Enough 1 Enough ! 

Mrs. H. Oh ! Madam — I would only know whether 
they are alive or dead ! That, for a mother, is not much. 

Countess. Compose yourself. 

Afr*^. H. Oh ! had you known my husband, when I 
first beheld him I I was then scarcely sixteen years of 

age. 

Countess. And your marriage ? 

Mrs. H. A few months after. 

Countess, and your flight ? 

Mrs. H. I lived three years with him. 
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Cmntfti. Oh I my friend I your crime was youth and 
inezperttnce x yiMir heart never was, never could be 
concerned in k. 

Mrs. H. Ohi spare me ! My conscience never martyrg 
me so horribly, as when I catch my base thoughts in 
search of an excuse ! No, nothing can palliate my guilt ; 
and the only just consolation left me, is, to acquit the 
man I wronged, and own I erred without a cause of fair 
complaint. 

Countess* And this is t^ mtrk of true repentance. 
Alas I my friend, when superior sense, recommended too 
by superior charms of per^n, assail a young, though 
wedded<*- 

Mrs*M. Ah t not even that mean excuse is left me. 
In all tliat merits admiration, respect, and love, he was 
far, farbcndatb my husband. But to attempt to account 
for my infatuation-~I cannot bear it. *Tis true, I 
thought my husband's manner grew colder to me-*-! 
knew that his expences, and his confidence in deceitful 
friends, had embarrassed his means, and clottded his 
spirits ; yet I thought he denied me pleasures and amuse- 
ments still within our reach. My vanity was morti^d I 
My confidence not courted. The serpent tongue of my 
seducer promised every thing. But never could suchar. 
guments avail, till, assisted by forged letters, and the 
treachery of a servant, whom I most conftded in, he 
fixed my belief that my Lord was false, and that all the 
coldness I complain of was disgnst to me, and love for 
smother ; all his home retrenchments but the means of 
satisfying a rival's Luxury. Madden'd with this convic* 
tibn, (conviction it was, for artifice was most ingenious 
in its proof,^ I left my children— father— husband— to 
follow*— a villain. 

Countess. But with such a lieart, my friend could not 
remain long in lier delusion ? 
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Mrs. H^ Long enough to make sufficient penitence im- 
possible. 'Tis true, that in a few weeks the delirium 
was at an end. Oh 1 what were my sensations when the 
mist dispersed before my eyes I I called for my husband ^ 
but in vain I — I listened for the prattle of my children, 
but in vain ! 

• Qtmnuss. Check the recollection 1 I guess the end,*^ 
You left your seducer ? 

Mrs. H. I did : and fled to you : To you, who have 
given me a spot where I might weep $ and who will give 
me a spot where I may die. 

Countess. — {Embracing her.) — Here, here, on this bo- 
som only shall your future tears be shed : and may If 
dear sufie(;cr, make you again familiar with hope I 

Mrs. U. Oh! impossible! 

Countess, > Have you never heard of your children ? 

Mrs. H. Never I 

Countess. We must endeavour to gain some account of 
them. We must— Hold I my husband and my brother I 
Oh, my poor brother ! I had quite forgotten him. Quick, 
dear Mrs. Haller, wipe your eyes. Let us meet them. 

Mrs. H. Madam, Til follow. Allow me a moment to 
compose myself. — {Exit Countess.)— I pause I Oh ! yes 
-^to compose my self 1 — {Ironically, )^She little thinks 
it is but to gain one solitary moment to vent my soul's 
remorse. Once the purpose of my unsettled mind was 
self»desuruction } heaven knows how I have sued for 
hope and resignation. I did trust my prayers were 
heard — Oh ! spare me further trial ! I feel, I feel, my 
heart and brain can bear no more. [Exit, 



END OF ACT III. 



•- m*^ 



jiU IV* tHB STRANAfeir. 45 



ACT IF. SCENE I. 



The Skirts of the Parh^ lodge^ ^c. as before. A Table 

spread tvith Fruits^ &c, 

Francis disco*ver*d placing the Supper. 

Fra, I know he loves to have his early supper in the 
fresh air : and, while he sups, not that I believe any 
thing can amuse him, yet I will try my little Savoyards' 
pretty voice s.> I have heard him speak as if he had 
loved music.*— (Af»x/V ay//Ao«/.)— Oh, here they are. 

Enter Annette and Savoyard, playing. 

f To tveUome mirth and harmless glee^ 
We rambling minstrels^ blytbe andfree^ 
With song the laughing hours beguile^ 
And iJoear a ne'ver-fading smile : 
Wherever *we roam 
We find a home^ 
And greetings to retvard our toil. 

t. 

Wejing of love ^ its hopes and fears ; 
Of perjured s«wains, and damsels* tears ; 
Of eyes that speak the hearths nvarm glonv ; 
Offighs that tell the bosomU ivoe. 

0*er bills and plains 

We breath our strains^ 
Thro* summer* s beat and <winter*s snouo. 

• For the Words of this Duet, the Tranflator is obliged to 
John Gftihhf Ejq, and for the Miific, to Mr. Shaw. 
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No anxUus grief s disturh 9ur resff 
Nor busy cares annvf our breast ; 
Fearless ive sink in soft repose^ 
While nifbi her sable mantle thro*ws* 

ffiib gratrful la^9 

Hail rising daj^ 
That rosy health andfeace bettotos, 

Dttrtng the duet^ Strang eu looks from the MgenvindoWf 
and at the eonclusion he eomes o^t. 

Stra. What mummery is this i 

Fra. I hoped it might tmuse yovL, Sir. 

Stra, Amuse me — fool ! 

Fra. Well then, I wished to amnse myself a little* I 
don't think my recreations are so very numfroui* 

Stra. That's true, my poor fellow 5 iodc^ they are 
not. Let them go on. — fSits.J-^VW listen. 

Fra. But to please you, poor master» I fear it must be 
a sadder strain. Aiuiette, have you none but these 
chearful songs ? 

Ann, O plenty. If you are dolefuHy gif en, we can 
be as tad as night. I'll sing you an air Mrs. Haller 
taught me the first year she came to the castle. 

f. 

• / hmtfe a silent sorrovt here, 
A grief PU m^er impart i 
It breathes no sigh, it sheds no tear^ 
But it consumes my heart t 

• For the Words of this Song, the Tranflator is indebted fe 
X. S. Shtridatiy Efy. M. P. and for the Mufic, to Her Craee the 
Ihubefs ^ Dtvnjhirt, 
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This cbensh*d nvogy this l9V*d dis^r^ , 

My lot for mftr bt j 
iof my spuVs hrd, the pangs I Bear 

Be never knotvn fy fbeel 

1. 

Jnd "when fale characters of death 

Shall mark this altered cheek ; 
When my poor ^wasted trembling breath 

My lifers last hope tvould speak j 
/ shall not raise my eyes to bea^v^n, 

Nor mercy ^^ for me ; 
My soul despairs to beforgi*v^nf 

Unpardoned f lo*ve, by thee, 

Stra.'-^^ Surprized and mo*ved,J — Oh ! I have heard 
that air before, but ^twas with other words. Francis, 
share our suppet with your friends-— I need none.-— ( ffn/^rx 
the Lodge.) 

Fra. So I feared* Well, my pretty favourites^ here 
are refreshments. So, di9t^ri}ed again. Now will this 
gentleman call for more music, and make my master mad. 
Return when you observe this man is gone. 

[Exeunt San^oyardi^ 
(Francis sits and eats, J — I was in hopes tliat I might 
at least eat my supper peaceably in the open air ; but 
they follow at our heels like blood-hounds. 

Enter BkfiO'n, 

Bar, My good frknd, I must speak to your master. 

Fra. Can't serve you. 

Bar. Why not ? 

Fra. Its forbidden. 

Baf.'^lOffers money.) — There ! announce me. 
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Fra, Waat no money. 

Bar. Well, only announce me then. 

Frtf. I willannounce you, Sir; but it won't' availl 
I shall be abused, and you rejected. However^ we can 
but try. — (Going,) 

TCar, I only ask half a minute. — (Francis goes into the 
Lodge.) — But when he comes, how am I to treat him ? 
I never encountered a misanthrope before. I have heard 
of instructions a^ to conduct in society ; but how I am 
to behave towards a being who lothes the whole world, 
and his own existence, I have never learnedr 

Enter Stranger, 

Stra. Now ; what's your will ? 

Bar. I beg pardon, Sir, for — (suddenty recognizing 
A//11)— Charles I 

Stra. Steinfort l^-^Tbey embrace^) 

Bar. Is it really you, my dear friend i 

Stra. It is. 

Bar. Merciful heavens I H^w you are adter'd ! 

Stra. , The hand of misery lies heayy on me.— But how 
came you here ? What want you ? 

Bar. Strange 1 Here was I ruminating how to address 
this mysterious recluse: he appears, and proves to be my 
old and deadest friend. 

Stra^ Then you were not sent in search of me, nor 
ki^ew that I Uved here } 

. Bar. As little as I know who lives on the summit of 
Caucasus. You this morning saved the life of my bro- 
ther-in-law's son : a grateful family wishes to behold you 
in its circle. You refused my sister's messenger; there- 
fore, to give more weight to the invitation, 1 was de- 
puted to be the bearer of it. And thus has fortune re- 
stored to me a friend, whom my heart has so long missed, 
and whom my heart just now so much requires. 
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Stra» 'Yes, I am your friend ; your sincere friend. 
You are a true man ; an uncommon man. Towards you 
my heart is still the same. But, if this assurance be of 
any value to you — go— leave me — and return no more. 

Bar, Stay 1 All that I see and hear of you is inejcplic^. 
ble. 'Tis you ; but these, alas 1 are not the features 
which once enchanted every female bosom, beam'd gaiety 
through all society, and won you friends before your 
lips were opened ! Why do you avert your face ? Is the 
sight of a friend become hateful \ Or, do you fear that 
I should read in your eye what passes in your soul f 
Where is that open look of fire, which at once pene. 
tratcd into every heart, and reveal'd your own } 

Sera, — (fFltb asperity, J — My look penetrate into every 
heart 1— Hal ha! ha! 

Bar, Oh, heavens ! Rather may I never hear you 
laugh, than in such a tone ! — Charles I what has hap- 
pened to you ? 

Stra, Things that happen every day; occurrences 
heard of in every street. Steinfort, if I am not to hate 
you,' ask me not another question. If I am to love you, 
leave me. 

Bar, Oh, Charles ! awake the faded ideas of past joys* 
Feel that a friend is near. Recollect the days we passM 
in Hungary, when we wandered arm-in^rm upon the 
banks of the Danube, while nature opened our hearts, 
and made us enamoured of benevolence and friendship. 
In those blessed moments, you gave me this seal as a 
pledge of your regard. Do you remember it \ 
Stra, Yesl 

Bar, Am I since th^t time become less worthy of your 
confidence ? 
Stra, No4 

Bar, Charles ! it grieves me tliat I am thus compelled 
to enforce my rights upon you. Do you know this scar ? 

E 
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Strm. domrade I Friend 1 It received and resisted the 
^roke aimed at my life. I have not forgotten it. Alast 
you knew not what a wretched present you then made me. 

Bar. Speak then, I beseech you. 

Sira, You cannot help me. 

Bar. Then I can mourn with you. 

Sira, That I hate. Besides, I cannot weep. 

Bar. Then give me words instead of tears. Both r&. 
lieve the heart. 

Stra, My heart is like a dose-shut sepukhre. Let 
what is within it moulder and decay— Why open the 
wretched charnel-house to spread a pestilence around ? 

Bar, How horrid are your looks 1 For shame 1 A maa 
like you thus to crouch beneath the chance of fortune 1 

Stra, Steinfort 1 I did think the opinion of all man*, 
kind was alike indifferent to me ; but I feel that it is not 
so. My friend, you shall not quit me withq^t learning 
how I have been robbed of every joy which life afforded. 
Listen : much misery may be contained in a few words. 
Attracted by my native country, I quitted you and the 
service. What pleasing pictures did I draw of a life 
employed in improving society, and diffusing happiness I 
I fixed on Cassel to be my abode. All went on admira. 
biy. I found friends. At length, too, I found a wife ; 
a lovely, innocent creature, scarce sixteen years of age. 
Oh ! how I loved her 1 She bore me a son and a daugh- 
ter. Both were endowed by nature with the beauty of 
Uieir mother. Ask me not how I loved my wife and 
children ! Yes, then I was really happy. — {Helping bis 
eyes,) — Ha! a tear 1 I could not have believed it. Wel- 
come, my friends 1 ■ *Tis.long since- we have known each 
other. Well, my story is nearly ended. Oneof my friends, 
for whom I became engaged, treacherously lost me more 
tlian half my fortune. This hurt me. I was obliged 
to retrench my expences. Contentment needs but little. 
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J forgave hkn. Another friend— a. villain I towhom I 
was attacked heart and soul ; whom I ^ad assi8te4 widh 
my means, and promoted foy my iotcvest $ this /tend 1 
seduced my wife, and bore her from me. Tell me. Sir, 
is this enough to justify my hatred of nankindy and pal- 
Hate my seclusion &om the world t— Kings — lawsn-ii 
tyranny— or guilt-^can \mt imprison me, or kill me^ 
But, O God 1 O Ood 1 Oh 1 what are chadns or deaths 
compared to the tortures of a decekred yet Noting 
husband I 

Bar. To lament the loss of a faithless wifeis madness. 

Sira, CaU it what you please— say what you pleasei'-I 
love her still. 

Bar. And where is she ? 

Sfra. I know not, nor do I wish to know. 

Bar. And your children i 

Stra. I left them at a small town hard-by. 

Bur. But why did you not keep your children with 
youi They would have amused you in many^ a dreary 
hour. 

Sura. Amused 1 Oh, yes ! while their likeness to their 
mother would every hour remind me of my past happi* 
ness! No. For three years I have never seen them. I 
hat^'that any human creature should -be near me, young 
or old ! Had not ridiculous habits made a servant neces- 
sary, I should long since have discharged him; though 
he is not the worst among the -bad. 

Bar. Such too often is the consequences of great al- 
liances. Therefore, Charles, I have sesolved to take a 
wife from. a lower rank of life. 

Stra, You marry !— ^a ! ha ! :ha ! 

'Bar. You shall see her. She is in the house where 
you are expected. Come with m«. 

Stra, What ! I mix again with the world I 

E 2 
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Bmr* To do a generous action, without requiring 
thanks, is noble and praise-worthy. But, so obstinately 
to avoid those thaiiks, as to make the kindness a burthen, 
is affectation. 

Stra, Leave me I leave me ! Every one tries to form a 
circle, of which he may be the centre. As long as there 
remains a bird in these woods to greet the rising sun with 
its melody, I shall coiut no other society. 

Bar. Do as you please to>morrow ; but give me your 
company this evening. 

Stra, i^ Resolutely,) — No ! 

' Bar. Not though it were in your power, by this single 
i^sit, to secuce the happiness of your friend for life ? 

Stra. — (Starting. J — Ha ! then I must-^But how ?— 

Bar. You shall sue in my behalf to Mrs. Haller— Yoa 
have the talent of persuasion. 

Stra. I ! my dear Steinfort ! 

Bar. The happiness or misery of your friend depends 
upon it. ril contrive that you shall speak to her alone. 
Will you? 

Stra. These are pretences. But Til come, however, 
on one condition. 

Bar* Name it. 

Stra. That you allow me to be gone to-morrow, with- 
out endeavouring to detain me. 
. Bar. Go I Whither ? 

Stra. No matter! Promise this, or I will not come. 

Bar. Well, I do promise. 

Stra. I Jiave directions^ to give my servant. 

Bar. In half an hour then we shall expect you. Re- 
member, you have ]^vcn your word.: 

Stra. Ihzv^. [£;^/ Baron. 

(Walks up andd^tum thougbtfid 4ind mehtncboty^y a 
FiUncisl ;. 
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Enter Francis. 
Frar Sir ! 

Sira, 1 shall leave this place to-morraw. 

Fra, With all my heart. 

Sfra, Perhaps to go into another land. 

Fra, With all my heart again I 

Stra. Perliaps into a another quarter of the globe. 

Fra, With all my heart still. Into which quarter ? 

Stra, Wherever heaven directs I Away I away! from 
Europe 1 From this cultivated moral lazaKtl Do you 
hear, Francis ? To-motrow early. 

Fra. Very. well. 

Stra. But first I have an errand for you. Hire that 
carriage in the village ; drive to the town hard-by ; you 
may be back by sun-set. I shall give you a letter to a 
widow who lives there. With her you will find two 
children. They are mine. 

Fra. — 1^ Astonished. ) — Your children, Sir I 

Stra. Take them, and bring them hither. 

Fra. Your children. Sir! 

Stra. Yes, mine ! Is it so very inconceivable ? 

Fra. That I should have been three years in your 
service, and never have heard them mentioned, is somc^ 
what strange. ^' 

Stra. Pshaw 1 

Fra. You have been married then i 

Stra. Go, and prepare for our journey. 

Fra. That I can do in five minutes. [Exit. 

Stra. I shall come and write the letter directly. Yes, 
I'll take them with me. 1*11 accustom myself to the 
sight of them. The irtnocentsi they shall not be poi- J' 
soned by the refinements of society. Rather let them ^ 
hunt their daily sustenance upon some desert island with / 
their bow and arrow; or creep like torpid Hottentots^ 
into a corner, and stare at each other. Better to do no. 
thing than to do evil. Fool that I ws^s, to be prevailed 
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upon once more to exhibit myself among these apes! 
What a ridiculous figure shall I be, and in the capacity 
of a suitor too ! Pshai;^ ! 1st canrtot be serious ! *TiS b\it a 
friendly artifice to draw me from ftiy solitude. Why did 
I promise him \ Well, my suflferiflgs have been many, 
and, to oblige a friend, why should I not add another 
painful hour to th^ wretched calendar of my life? PU 
go. I»Ilgo. lEitit. 

\ 

SCENE ir. 

The Antichamher, Enter Charlottb. 

ChAr, No, indeed, my lady! If you chuse to bury 
yourself in the country, I shall take my leave. I am not 
dialculated fora tountry life. And, to sum up all, when 
I think of this Mrs. Haller ^ 

£^/^r Solomon. 

Sol. — f 0<verhearing her Idst tyerrfj. J— What of Mrs. 
Haller, my sweet Miss } 

Ghar. Why, Mr. Soloihonj ^hois Mrs. Halter? You 
know evei-y thing) you hear every thing. 

SoL I liave received no letters from any part of Europe 
on the subject, Miss. 

Char, But who is to blimie ? The Count and CountQss. 
She dines with theni, and, at this very moment, is drink- 
ing tea with them. Is this proper ? 

SoL By no means. 

Char. Shouldn't a Count, in all hi& actions, shew a 
certain degree of pride and pomposity ? 

M. To be sure I To be sure he should ! 

Char. No, I won't submit to it. I'll tell her ladyship, 
^^ when I dresS her to:morrow, that either Mrs. Haller, or 
• I, must quit the house. 

Sol.^C Seeing the Baron.)— St! 
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£«/^r Baron. 

Bar* Didn't I hear Mrs. Mailer's nam^ herf ) 

SoJ.-^(Conf used, )—^^hy — yes— we-^w«-^— *. 

Bar, Charlotte, tell nvy sister I wish t? SQeherassoQB 
as the tea-table is removed. 

Char. — (Aside so Sol.)— Either she or I go, that Vm 
determined. [Exitm 

Bar, May I ask what it was you were saying ? 

Sol, Why, please your honourable Lordship, we wf |« 
talking here and there— this,and that — 

Bar. I almost begin to suspect some secret. 

Sol. Secret! Heaven forbid 1 Mercy on us I No! I 
should have had letters on the subject, if there had beca 
a secret. 

Bar. Well then, since it was np socxf t, I presuxxM I 
may know your conversation. 

Sol. You do us great honour, my lord. Why then, at 
fir^t, we were making a few common^place observations. 
Miss Charlotte remarked that we aU had our faults, t 
said, " Yes." Soon after I rem^ke4 that the best p?r« 
sons in the world were not without their we^ikn^ss^s. 
She said, " Yes." 

Bar. If you referred to Mrs. nailer's faults an4 
weaknesses, I am desirous to hear more. 

Sol, Sure enough, Sir» Mrs. Haller is an excellent 
woman ; but she's not an angel, for all that. I am an 
eld faithful servant to his Excellency the Count, and 
therefore it is my duty to speak» when any thing is done 
disadvantageous to his interest. 

Bar, Well! 

Sol. For instance, now ; hjs Excellency may think he 
haSf at least, some score of dozens of the old six-and- 
twenty hock. Mercy on usl there are not ten dozen 
bottles left} and not a drop has gone down my throat, 
t'lL swear. 
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Bar. '^ Smiling, y^Mx^, Haller has not drank it, I 
suppose? 

SoL Not she herself, for she never drinks wine. But 
If any body be ill in the village, any poor woman lying- 
in-, that might think herself well off with common Rhe- 
nish, away goes a bottle of thesix-and-twenty ! Innume. 
rable are the times that I've reproved her j but she always 
answers me snappishly, that she will be responsible for it. 

Bar. So will I, Mr. Solomon. 

Sol. Oh! with all my heart, your honourable Lord- 
ship, it makes no difference to me. I had the care, of 
the cellar twenty years, and can safely take my oath, 
that I never gave, the poor a single drop in the whole 
course of my trust. 

Bar, How extraordinary is this woman I 

Sol. Extraordinary! One can make nothing of her. 
To«day, the vicar's wife is not good enough for her. To- 
rnorrow, you may see her sitting with all the women of 
the village. To be sure she and I agree pretty wellj 
for, between me and your honourable Lordship, she has 
cast an eye upon my son Peter. 

Bar. Has she ? 

Sol, Yes — Peter's no fool, I assure you. The school- 
master is teaching him to write. Would your honoura- 
ble Lordship please to see a specimen ? I'll go for his 
copy-book. He makes his pot-hooks capitally 

Bar. Another time, another time. Goodbye, for^the 
present, Mr. Solomon.— (Solomon ^o*iur'iyi/i6fl«/ attempt^ 

ing togo,J"^Goodd^Yf Mr. Solonion. 

Sol. — (Not understanding the bint.J'^Yojir honourable 
Lordship's most obedient servant. 
Bar. Thisis too bad. Mr. Solomon, I wish tobealohe. 
' Sol. As your Lordship commands. If the time should 
jicem long in my absence, and your Lordship wishes to 
hear the newest news fix)m the scat of war, you need only 
send for old Solomon. I have letters from. Legbonii 
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Cape Horn, and cvfery known part of thehabitaUe globe. 

Bar, Tedious old fool I Yet hold. Did he not speak 
in praise of Mrs. Haller? Pardoned be his rage for news 
and politics. 

Enter Countess. 
WfeU, sister, have you spoken to her? 

Countess, I have : and if you do not steer for another 
haven, you will be doomed to drive upon the ocean for evei^, 

Bar, Is she married? 

Countess, I don't know. 

Bar, Is she of a good family ? 

Countess, I can't tell. 

Bar, Does she dislike ine ? 

Countess, Excuse my making a reply. 

Bar, I thank you for your si^sterly affection, and the 
expiicitness of your communications. Luckily I placed 
little reliance on either; and have found a friend who 
"Will save your Ladyship all further trouble. 

Countess, A friend ! 

Bar, Yes. The Stranger who saved your son's life 
this morning, proves to be my intimate friend. 

Countess, What's his name ? 

Bar, I don't know. ' , 

Countess, Is he of a good family ? , ' , 

Bar. I can't tell. 

Countess. Will he come hither? 

Bar, Excuse my making a reply. 

Countess, Well, the retort is fair— but insuflferable. 

Bar, You can't object to the Da Capo of your own 
composition. 

£«/^r Count fl«^ Mrs. Ha irLER. , 

Count. Zounds I do you think I am Xcnocrates; or 
like the poor Sultan with marble legs? There you leave 
me the-a-the with Mrs. Haller, as if my heart were. a 
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mere flint. tOf you prevailed^ brother. The Stranger 
will come then it seems. 

Bar. I expect him every minute. 

Countess, I^ glad to hear it. One companion more, 
however. In the country we never can have too many. 

Bar. This gentleman will not exactly be an addition 
to your circle, for he leaves this place to-morrow. 

Co«»/. But he won't, I think. Now, Lady Wintersen, 
summon all your ch^-ms." There is no art in conquering 
us poor devils; but this strange man, who does not care 
a doit for you all together, is worth your efforts. Try 
your skill. I sha'n't be jealous. 

Countess. I allow the conquest to be worth the trouble . 
"But, what Mrs. Haller'has not been able to effect in 
three months, ought not to be attempted by me. 

Mrs. i/. — ( Jocosely. J— 'O yes. Madam. He has given 
me no opportunity of trying the force of my charms, 
for I have never once happened to see him. 

Count. Then he's a blockhead ; and you, an idler. 

Solomon. ^fThbout.) — This way, Sir! This way! 

Enter So LOiAOV. 

Sol. The Stranger begs leave to have the honour-^ 
Count. Y^elcomel Welcome 1 Shew him the way. 

[£^i/ Solomon. 
[lurns to meet the Stranger, lobom be conducts in by 

t be band.'} 
My dear Sir — Lady Wintersen — Mrs. Haller — 
[Mrs. Haller, as soon as she sees tbe Stronger ^ sbrteks, and 
sivoons in tbe arms of tbe Baron and Countess. Tbe 
Stranger casts a look atber^ and, struck ivitb astonisbment 
and borror^ rushes out of tbe room. Tbe Baron and 
Countess bear Mrs. Haller off. Count follo'wing in 
great surprise.'} 

END OF ACT IV. 
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ACTF. SCENE I^ 



-r->*i 



The Anticbamber. Enter Bahok. 

v. 

Bar. Oh! deceitful hope! Thou phantom of fntnre 
happiness! To thee have I stretched out my arms, and 
thou hast vanished into air! Wretched Steinfort! The 
mystery is solved. She is the wife of my friend f Enough f 
Not by idle disputation, but by deeds, will I Contradict 
what Winterscn just now asserted. I cannot myself \m 
happy; but, I may, perhaps, be able to re-unite two 
lovely souls, whom cruel fate has severed. Ha! tHey 
aire here. I must propose it instantly. "*• * 

Enter CoVlnr^t% and Mx%. Halleh. 

Gwntest. Inta the garden, my dear friend! Into the 
air! 

Mrs. N. I cim quite well. Do act alarm yoarselvc!^ 
on my account. 

Bar. Madam, pardon my intrusion; but to lose a mo. 
ment may be fatal. He means to quit the country to^ 
morrow. We must devise means to reconcile you to— 
the Stranger. 

Mrs, H. How, my Lord ! You seem acquainted with 
say history ? 

Bar. I am. Walbourg has been my friend ever siace 
we were boys. We served together from the rank of 
cadet. We have been separated seven years. Chance 
brought us this day together, and his heart was open 
to me. 

Mrs, H. Now do I feel what it is to be in the presence 
of an honest man, wlien I dare not meethiseye. — {Hides 
her face. J 
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Bar. If sincere repentance, if years without reproach, 
do not give us a title to man's forgiveness, what must we 
expect hereafter ? No, lovely penitent 1 your contrition 
is complete. Error, for » moment, wrested from slum- 
bering virtue the dominion of your heart ; but she awoke, 
and, with a look, banished her enemy forever. I know 
my friend. He has the firmness of a man ; but, with it, 
the gentlest feelings of your sex. I hasten to him. With 
the fire of pure disinterested friendship will I enter oa 
this work ; that, when I look back upon my past life, I 
may derive fipm this good action, consolation in disap* 
pointment, and even resignation in despair. — (Going,) 

Mrs. H. Oh, stay ! What would you do ? No! never 1 
My husband's honour is sacred to me. I love him unut- 
terably : but never, never can I be his wife again ; even 
if he were generous enough to pardon me. 

Bar* Madam I Can you. Countess, be serious ? 

Mrs, H. Not that title, I beseech you 1 I am not a 
child, who wishes to avoid deserved punishment. What 
were my penitence, if I hoped advantage from it, beyoad 
the consciousness of atonement for past ofience I 

Countess. But if your husband himself — ? 

Mrs. H. Oh! he will notl he cannot! And let him 
rest assured I never would replace my honour at the ex- 
pence of his. 

Bar. He still loves you. 

Mrs, H. Loves me! Then he must not^—No-^he must 
purify his heart from a weakness which would degrade 
him ! 

Bar. Incomparable woman! I gO to my friend — per. 
haps, for the last time. Have you not one word to 
aend him ? 

Mrs. H. Yes, I have two requests to make. Often, 
when, in excess of grief, I have despaired of every con- 
solation, I have thought I should be easier, if I«-might 
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behold my husbandonce again, acknowledge my injustice 
to him, and take a gentle leave of him for ever. This, 
therefore, is my first request— a conversation for a few 
short minutes, if he does not qufte abhor the sight of 
me. My second request is — O— not to see, but tohear, 
some account of my poor children. 

Bar. If humanity and friendship can avail, he will not 
for a moment delay your wishes. 

CottHtess. Heav'nbcwithyou, 

Mrs. H. And my prayers. [Exit Baron. 

Countess. Come, my friend, come into the air; till he 
returns with hope and consolation. 

Mrs, H. O my heart! How art thou afflicted! My 
husband! My little ones ! Past joys and future fears— 
Oh, dearest Madam I there are moments in which we 
live years ! Moments, which steal the roses from the 
cheek of health, and plough deep furrows in the brow 
of youth* 

Countess. Banish these sad reflections. Come ; let us 
walk. The sun will set soon ; let nature's beauties dis. 
sipate anxitty. 

Mrs. H. Alas I Yesj the setting sun is a proper scene 
forme; 

Countess. Never forget a morning will succeed. 

[Exeunt]' 



SCENE II. 



\ 



7%e Skirts of the Park^ Lodge, 6fr^ as before. 

Enter Baron. 

har. On earth there is but one such pair. They shall 
not be parted. .Vet what I have undeitaken is not so 
easy as I at first hoped. What can I andwcr, when he 
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•9ks fttc, wjviher I would persuade kim to ftenouacelMt 
Chauracte/y mnd become the derisioa &f society ? For fae is 
right. A f)uthkss wife i« a disiionour ; and to forgive 
her, is to share her shame. What though Adelaide may 
be an exception ; a youBg deluded girl, who has to long, 
and so sincerely repented : yet what cares ao unfeeling 
world for this} The world 1 he has fitted it. *Tis 
evident he loves her still; and upon this assurance builds 
my sanguine heart the hofieof a happy ^ennioatton to an 
honest enterprize. 



Amelia. 

fra. CoRie alMg, any pretty ooes-^NCSiRie 

Wiil. Is it for to home ? 

Fra, No, we shall be there directly, now. 

R0r. Holdl Who^e chiltoin ave Ajbese f 

Frm, Myraaejter's. 

mil. Is that my father ? 

Bar. It darts like Ught'iHi^ jbhrough loy 4ir»U>4 A 
word with you. I know you love your master, ^^nuig^ 
things have happened here. Your «(i^»«pr has foMAd :his 
wife again. 

Fra. Indeed ! Glad to hear it. 

Bar. Mrs. Haller — 

Fra, Is she his wife ? Still more glad to hear it. 

Bar. But he is determined -to ^-firom her. 

Fra. Oh! 

Bar. We must try to prevent it. 

Fra. Surely. 

Bar. The unexpected appearance of thr children may 
periiaps assist us. 

Fra. How so,? 



Bar, Hide youreelf with them in that hut. Before a 
quarter of an hour is past you shall know more, 

Fra. But— 

Mar. No more questions, I entreat yon. Time is pre« 
cious. 

Fra. Well, well $ questions are not much in my way* 
Come, children. « 

IVilL Why, I thought you told me I should see my 
&ther. 

Fra. So you shall, my dear. Come, mopf>ets. 

HGo^s into the but ivitb the children. 

Bar, Excellent I I promise myself much from this lit- 
tle artifice. If the mild look, of the mother fails, the 
kinocent smiles of these l^s own children, will surely find 
the way to his heart. — ( Taps at the lodge door. Stmi^er 
comes ©«/.)— Charles, I wish you joy. 

Stra. Of what? 

Bar. You have found her again. 

Stra. Shew a bankrupt the treasure which he once 
possessed, and then coi^atulate him on' the amount 1 

Bar. Why not, if it be in your power to retrieve the 
whole ? 

Stra. I understand you : you are a negociator from my 
wife. It won't avail. 

Bar. Learn to know your wife better. Yes, I am a 
messenger from her ; but without power to treat. She, 
who loves you unutterably, who, without you, never 
can be happy, renounces your forgiveness, because, as 
she thinks, your honour is incompatible with such a 
weakness. 

Stra, Pshaw \ I am not to be caught. 

Bar, Charles ! consider well — 

Stra, Steinfort, let me explain all this, I have lived 
here four months. Adelaide knew it. 

Bar, Knew it ! She never saw you 'till to^ay. 
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• Sira. That she may make fools believe. Hear further : 
the knows too that I am not a common sort of man ; 
that my heart is not to be attacked in the usual way. 
She, therefore, framed a nice, deep^oncerted plan. She 
played a charitable part ; but in such a way that it al. 
ways reached my ears. She played a pious, modest, re- 
served part, in order to excite x^y curiosity. And at last 
tCMiay she plays the prude. She refuses my fcHgiveitess, 
in order, by this generous devicci to extort it from my 
compassion. 

Bar. Charles I I have listened to you with astonish', 
ment. This is weakness only to be pardoned in a man 
who has so often been deceived by the world. Your wife 
has expressly and stedfastly declared, that she will not 
accept your forgiveness, even if you yourself were weak 
enough to offer it. , 

Stra, What then has brought you hither? 

Bar. More than one reason. First, I am come in my 
own name, as your friend and comrade, to conjure you 
solemnly, not to spurn this creature from you | for, by 
my soul, you will not find her equaU 

Stra, Give yourself no further trouble. 

Bar. Be candid, Charles. You love her still. 

Stra. Alas I yes. 

Bar, Her sincere repentance has long since obliterated 
her crime. 

Stra. Sir! a wife, once induced to forfeit her honour, 
must be capable of a second crime. 

Bar. Not so, Charles. Ask your own heart, what por- 
tion of the blame may be your own. 

Stra. Mine! 

Bar.' Your's. Who told you to marry a thoughtless, 
inexperienced girl ? One scarce expects established prin- 
ciples at five-and-twcnty in a man, yet you require them 
in a girl of sixteen 1 But of this no more. She has erred \ 



she has repented ) and^ during three years, her conduct 
has been so far above reproach, that even the piercing 
eye of Calumny has not discovered a spe€k upon thif ra- 
diant orb. 

Stra, Now, were I to believe all this — for I confess I 
Would Willifigly bftlleire it^^fet can ihe never again be 
imne,^{fnth isxtteme asperity.) — Gh ! what a feast wbuW 
it be for the painted dolls, when I appeared among thtifi, 
"^ith my nmai^ay wife upon my arm I What mockingji* 
whispering, and pointing! — Never! Never! Nevert 
' Mat. Eflodgh! As a ftttnd I hat^ doihfe my duly. I 
now appear as A<i«laide'8 ambassador. She requests olife- 
ihomcnt's cohvtrsation : she Wishes orttfe Agaifi to see you, 
and ntv^r matt ! You Canot dfcny her this only, thitf 
kstr^^u^t. 

Stra, Oh! I understand this tod. Sht tfamks my firm." 
ncss Will be nMlMd bV h^ tea'rs. She is mistakfeh. She 
may come. 

Bat, She Will ccnc to ifiake you feil how much you 
mistake her. I go for her. 

Stra, Another word. Gite her this pap^r, ind these 
jewels. They bdlong to her. — (PrBSeniing thm,) 

Bar. That you may d6 yoursfclf. (Ejih, 

Stra. The last anxious mbm^nt of my life draws near. 
I shall 8^e her once again ; ^e her on whom my soul 
d^>&t&. Is this the language of an injured husband i 
Ate ! alas ! what is the principle which we call honour? 
Is it a feeling of the he^rt, or a mere quibble in the 
bralA ? I mii^t be resolute : It Cartnot now be otherwise. 
I^t me speak solemnly, yet mildly ; and beware that no- 
thing of reproach escape my lips. Yes, her penitence is 
real. Sh* shall not be obliged to live in mean dependahce : 
«he shall b^ mistress of herstflf, and ha^^e enough to — 
{Lnoh roundyand ihttdders,) — Ha! they COnie. Awake, 
insulted pride ! Protect me, injured' hontJur I 
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Eftur Mrs. Haller, CovvrtsSf andBAKOH. 

Mrs, H-'^AJnfancesslonixIj^ and in a tumor. Countess- 
0ttempts to support ber.) — Leave me now, I beseech you. 
(Approaches Stranger, mibo^ loitb averted countenance^ 
and in extreme agitation^ atoaits ber address. J — My 
LordI 

Stra.'^CWitb gentle tremulous utterance^ and face still 
turned aivay.) — What would you with me, Adelaide ? 

Mrs. H.-^fMucb agitated.) — No— for heaven's sake ! 
I was uot prepared for this. Oh 1 that tone cuts to my 
heai^t. Adelaide I No. For heaven's sake. Harsh tones 
alone are suited to a culprit's ear. 

Stra. — (Endeavouring to give bis voice firmness. J-^ 
Well, Madam I 

Mrs. H. Oh! if you will ease my heart, if you will 
vJ^*spare and pity me, use reproaches. 
y ( Stra. Reproaches ! Here they are upon my sallow 
check— here in my hollow eye— here in my faded form. 
These reproaches I could not spare you. 

Mrs. H. Were I a hardened sinner, this forbearance 
would be charity : but I am a suffering penitent, and it 
overpowers me. Alas ! then I must be the herald of my 
own shame. For, where shall I find peace, till I have 
eased my soul by my confession? 

Stra. No confession, Madam. I release you from every 
humiliation. I perceive you feel that we must part for 
ever. 

Mrs. H. I know it. Nor come I here to supplicate 
your pardon ; nor has my heart contained a ray of hope 
that you would grant it^ All I dare ask, is, that you 
will not curse my memory. 
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S/ftf.— (Mon;/</.>-No, Adelaide, I do not curse you.- 
No, I shall never curse you. 

Mrs. H,'^{ Agitated.) — From the inward conviction 
that I am unworthy of your name, I have, during three 
years, abandoned it. But this is not enough; you must 
have that redress which will enable you to chuse ano* 
ther — another wife, in whose untainted arms may h^av'a 
protect your hours in bliss ! This paper will be necessary 
for the purpose : it contains a written acknowledgment 
of my guilt. — (Offers it trembling.) 

Stra. — ( Tearing it. ') — Perish the record for ever. No, 
Adelaide, you only have possessed my heart ; and, with- 
out shame, I confess it, you alone will reign there for 
ever. Your own sensations of virtue, your resolute 
honour, forbid you to profit by my weakness ; and even 
if— Now, by heaven, thisisbeneathamanl But— ^never 
^-never will another fill Adelaide's place here. 

Mrs. H. — {Trembling. y^T\\tn nothing now remains 
but that one sad, hard, just word — farewell. 

Stra. A moment stay. For some months we have, 
without knowing it, lived neareach other. I have learnt 
much good of you. You have a heart open to the wants 
of your fellow creatures. I am happy that it is so. You 
shall not be without the power of gratifying your bene- 
volence. I know you have a spirit that must shrink from 
a state of obligation. This paperj to whicH the whole 
remnant of my fbrtune is pledged, secures you indepen- 
dence, Adelaide : and let the only recommendation of 
the gift be, that it will administer to you the means of 
indulging in charity, the divine propensity of your 
nature. 

Mrs, H. Never I By the labour of my hands must I 
earn my sustenance. A morsel of bread moistened with 
the tear of penitence, will suffice my wishes, and exceed 
my merits. It would be an additional reproach^ to think 
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that I 96txPtd myself 9 or^cTica ot)iar»y ftom the bounty of 
him whom I had so basely injured. 

' Stra^ Take it, Nfadam : takcL it. 

Mr^. H, I Iv^v^ deserved this. But, I throw myself 
Upon yout gemerosify. Have compassion on me I 

• SPra,'^{Asiih, )'— Villain \ of what a woman hast thou 
tabbed me S — {Fuu up the pafev.) — WeH, Madam, I re. 
spect your sentiments, and withdraw my request ; but 
<in thi$^ one condition, that if yo«i ever should be in want 
of any thing, I shall be the first and oaiy person in the 
world to whom you will make application. 

• Mrs, M. I promise it, my Lord. 

Stpa. AiKi now I may at least desire you to take back 
^hat is your pwA— your jewd*. — {Gintes her the casket,/ 

MrA. W.^Opefhfi it in 'violent' ^gUation^ and her tears 
bamst nfom tf.^)-^llow well do I recojilect the sweet even- 
ing when you gave me^ these ! That evening, my father 
joined our hande \ and joyfuUy I pronounced the oath of 
eternal fidelity.— It i» broken. This locket you gave me 
on my birth.day<-^'tis Ave years since. That was a happy 
day I We had a country feast— How cheerful we all were! 
This bracelet I i^eceived after my Wiiliam was bom I 
Irio I I cannot keep these, unfess you wish that the sight 
of them* should be an, ineessantt reproach to my almost 
hx6i^tu.\t£3Xt,'-^{Gin}es them hack, y 

Stra, — {Aside.) — I must- go^ My soul and pride wilt 
hold no longer. — {T^rmng tonuards Aer.>-rFareweH !• ' 

Mr4. H, Oh 1 but one minuto more I An answer to but 
one more question.— Feel for a mother's heart I Are my 
children Ktijl alive r 

Stra, They are alive. 

Mrs. H, And well? 

Stra. They are well. 

• Mrs, H. God be praised! William muat be much 
grown ? . . 



S$pa. rbolWve so. * ' . 

Mrs, H. W>vat ! hav« you nots«efi thtml— And l^tlfe 

Amelia, is she stiMyourfovi^iuite? — ^fifi^Stvwigttr, 'wbo 

is in 'Violent agitation throughout this scene, remains in 

*j»knt c&nienti&n btt^w^n konou¥ and ajfeeH^n,/-*^k U if 

you knew bow my keovt has hung upon tlwm for these 

■thiee long dreadfnl yssu-^-^how I hd^r^ s^t at tvcftkig twi- 

light, jfirst fancying William, then Amelia, oamyfeij>r— 

Oh \ allow me to behold them once again — let mc once 

more kiss the fdatiums of their i^kar \h his ba^»y and I 

will kneel to you, and part with them for ever. 

Siira. Willingly., Adielvickl litis very night. |#xpect 
tiM^ ciiiidrcfi erevy nQ»Mi«e. Th«y hav^bien b*ntg9^l it^ 
sear this spo^. I have ahready sent ny servsn^ fef thfim, 
lie uughA bftfose tbU tisM. have re«ur«^. } pfe^g^ ntjr 
word to send them to the castle as soon as they arrive. 
There, if you please, they may remain 'till day.break 
to-morrow. Then they must go with me. — ( A pause, J 

\,Tbe Countess and'^^ron, ivbo at a little distance have 
listened to the tuhole conrversation tvitb the noarmest sym^ 
fatby, exchange signals^ Baron goes into the but^ and 
soon returns toith Frv^i^'^n.dtfhe C h ildrcn . He gi*ves the 
Boy to the Coiy^a^,, ittk9\(im^ l^rself behind Mrs. 
Haller. He hhm4^ niialU toitlt the Girl behind the 
Stranger.] 

Mrs, H. InthisworldV^t4icn— ^Wehavenomoretosay, 
(Summoning all her retviutron,) — Farewell! — (Seizing 
bis hand,) — Forget a wretch, who never will forget 
you, '^{Kneels, J^^'Ltt me press this hand once more to my 
lips — this hand, which once was mine. 

Stra,"^ Raising her,) — No humiliation, Adelaide I— 
(Shakes her hand,) — Farewell! 

Mrs. H, A last farewell I 

Stra. The last. 
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Mrs, H. And when my pentnce shall have broken my 
heart, when we again meet, in a better world— 
Stra. There, Adelaide, you may be mine ^aiit. 

[ Tbeir hands lie in lacb siher : their tyei Mournfully 
meet each ttber: tbejf ttammer aneiber " Farewelll" and 
fart\ but at ibty are going, she enemnterl the Boy, and 
bttbeGWl.'] 

Children. I>earfatherl Deu mother! ' 

[Thef frets the children in their arms noiih speeehleti 
affection i then tear tbemielvtt amaj — gme at each ether 
—-sf read ibeir arms, and ruib inia an embrace. TheebiJ. 
-JrenrMW, and eling round ibeirparenu. T be curtain f alts. "^ 



EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY M. O. LeViS, BSg. M. R 

SPOKZN BY Ma. SUXTTy At A GIPIZY. 



In Norwood's spelUfraught shades and haunted bow'rs. 

From public eye remote I pass my hours ; 

There gives this magic crutch imperial sway. 

And shirtless tribes their tag-rag queen obey. 

Silence J— I wave my wand I — With rev'rencc view it. 

And hear the oracles of Goody Suett. 

Harkt harkl How may female tongues I hear 
Lisp! — «« Oh! my stars! The Gipsey-queen, my dear! 
•* A person of great fashion, I'll assure ye : 
*« But what the devil brings her now to Dniry V* 
Peace, and I'll tell you. Yet, without a shilling. 
To speak the gipsey tribe is seldom willing. 
Nor holds the Sybill o'er old Nick command. 
Unless with silver first you cross her hand. 
A different mode, I own, suits best with me : 
•Till answer'd your demands, I'll ask no fee ; 
But hope to find you, when my art is shown. 
Instead of crossing my hand, clap your own. 

Know, in my secret grot re tir'd, of late 
A spell I cast to learn this Drama's fate. 
When, lo I the cave was fill'd with sulph'rous smoke, 
And distant hisses midnight's slumber broke! 
I mark'd the omens dire with doubt and fear. 
Saddled my broom-stick, and strait hurried here. 
Dame Haller's cause to plead in accents humble; 
For I, like her, have known what *ti$ to stumble. 
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+ t 

When youth my cheeks with roses lov'd to deck, 
And a*jbttrn ringlets ^gtmc'd ray iy-'ry neck* . . .'^ 
Then did my artless bosom dare to harbour 
Too fond flfllftftief Aril too faithless'bafbefl ^ 
Great were his charms, too great for words to state 'em j 
Sweeter his manners were than rose pomatum : 
But ah 1 though seeming candour grac'd his looks, 
1U» headt'wfts falser than his own ^eruq^esl 
Oft at my feet in Hin'roits grief h« knelt, 
Oft painted fongs and fljifnes he never felt: 
I strove to fly, but y**ft Was each endeavour; 
I lijtcn*d, lov'd, and was txndone fdf^Vtr! 

Excuse these tears ! and let my pray'rs prevailing. 
Induce ytw to forgive dtftoe HaileiC's faitingi 
The malice ^f her foes with plaudits stem ; 
Nor when her spouse absolves, do you condemn. 
Should you refuse me, dread my vengeance; dread 
My imps at midnight shrieking rbimd your, bed! • 
Dread too — But Hecate calls! I must away, 
Though Pv^ A thou-sand things still left to safy s 
But as my stay cattnot be now protracted, 
I'll tell you mott next tkiie this'pUy is acfe^. 



. THE END. 
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THE VIRGIN OF THE SUN. 



"the tiibalt stage is ctvered tail A tiki trees and bushes, la 

tAe back ground appear a fetij ruins tf en aU-wall, and 
still further , the nafof the temple. Infrant is, totuarJt 
the right side, a ca^e, and tovjards the left a hill, liihase 
jummil tfwtr-s abtve the thickets, fhe lime is e'veniag 
tivilight. 

RoLLA and tkf High Priest are discovered vinding 
through the thickets. 

High Priest. This then is the way to Rol la's habita- 
tion ? — Alas ! It is aj wild and inaccessible as the wajt ta 
Rolla-5 hwrt. 

RslUi. Have compassion on me, uncle. I beseec'i you 
have compassion on me, and learc mc. — Did you but under- 
stand (tie — did you but comprehend — 

High Priest. And do I not f To understand you is to 
vrar^ip your idol— to comprehend you ic to odd fuel to your 

As 
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Rolla, Wretch that lam l-^I am a forsaken reptile — a 
drop, which may not flow in unison with any other drop — a 
voice which through all animated nature cannot find its |cho. 
—The caterpillar, which creeps upon this leaf— comes not 
another caterpillar forth to meet it ? — But I ! — But I ! — Oh, 
ye Gods, if it be your stern decree, that, amidst the bustle 
of creation, I only should be doomed to solitude. — (Casting 
an impatient glance toivardf the Hi^h Priest] let man leave 
me in solitude. 

High Priest. Rolla ! Rolla ! I am old 5 but if affeftion 
oiJy be wanting to youi: heart, you find it in this faithful 
bosom. — Young man ! I feel an affeftion for^you, tender a^ 
fathers feel. 

Rolla. 'Tis well. Then b? the peace of your son dear to 
you. Let him live according to his will. — In this cavern I 
am happier than thousands, who inhabit splendid palaces. 
Be it my grave. — Then, uncle, then promise me this one re- 
quest. On some dark, dreary day, lead Cora to the entrance of 
this cavern— let her look at the remains of Rolla — let her see 
how he breathed forth his love-sick soul 5 how the name of 
bis beloved murderer still quivered on his lip ; how his last 
smile evinced that he forsook the world with a blessing on 
his Cora. Then, perhaps, affected by the spectacle, Cora 
will lean over me, and drop a flower-r^oi; — oh enchanting 
thought — a tear upon me — and that tear — Ha ! *Twill rais^ 
roe from the dead. 

High Priest. Enthusiast ! 

Rolla., As you please — such is my way. This heart was, 
formed for mighty passions. The common bustle of the 
world was loathsome to me, even as a boy. When my play- 
fellows were merry and happy all aroimd nie, I played with 
them, yet it was irksome, and I knew not what I wanted. 
But when the gathering clouds thickened in the horizon $ 
when, at midnight, our volcanps vomited their fiery entrails,^ 
or subterraneous grounds announced an earthquake — oh 
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then my heart was light and free— my sinking spirits were 
refreshed — the drooping plant felt nourishntent, and raised 
itsliead. As my years increased, no heaving bosom could 
attraft ray eye. Eager and resolute I gazed at honour— my 
heart, my beating heart panted for battle and renown — Each 
vi^lory was scarce a cooling momentary drop, which -drove 
the hissing blaze higher towards Heaven,— But oh, then I 
beheld Cora 1 

High Priest. And extingmshed was the blaze which had 
promised to endure for evec— extinguished like a lamp, when 
blown at by a child. 

Rolla, Not so. It was but nourbhed from another source* 
It was a wild devouring fire converted into a gentle cheering 
flame. Honour yielded to aflSeflion. 

High Priest. A gentle cheering flame I And to whom 
does this- flame afford life and warmth ? 

Rolla, (^With indifference) I feel what you mean to say. 

High Priest. And feel it without a blush ? A youth, en- 
dowed with a£live valour, perhaps for the welfare of half our 
world, fixes the limits of exertion— in a ca've. An Ynca, 
sprung from the children of the Sun, entitled to prop the first 
steps of the throne, reposes-^ a caite. A chief, summoned 
by his country to command her armies, and, by this honour- 
able confidence, bound to perform mighty deeds, buries him- 
self — in a caiae. 

Rolla, Will you then force me to become a boaster ? As 
Ynca and as chief, I have fulfilled my duty by vi6lories and 
wounds. All my debts are paid— I paid them on that fatal 
day, when our great monarches throne, assaulted by the 
power of Huscar, tottered* beneath him, and Rolla's sword 
manured with hostile blood the plains of Tumibamba. (JVitk 
'exalted warmth.) Do you know the history of that day ? 
An arrow pierced my left arm — another my breast — a faul- 
chion opened my cheek, and a mace stunned my brain— see 

A4 



S ROLLA, OR THE ^^ I 

—here are the wounds— and here — and here— and I ke^t ray 

post Have I then not paid my debts ? 

High Priest, {Muck affeaed.) Brave young" man!— But 
the blessings of your country, the friendship of your king, 
the affeflion of your troops — were these no recompence ? 
RoUa. {fVith a sigh,) They were. 
High Priest, And are no longer ? 
Rolla, They are not. 

High Priest, Then curse, Oh ye Gods, this worthless pas- 
sion, which choaks each seed of honour in the heart of man, 
RoUa, Be not so hasty in your decision. 'Tis possible 
that this passion might incite to noble deeds as well as ho- 
nour—but I— for whom should I fight ?— Who will rejoice 
if I still force my way ujion the path of glory ?— Cora loves 
me not" (Agitated) and I have no father, no mother, — I 
have no brother, no sister,— »I am alone in the world. 

High Priest, (Clasping him in his arm.) My son ! my 
son! 

Rolla, tidive me, uncle, leave me. I cannot return it. 
You, with your hoary locks and reverend robes can never be 
acquainted with my heart. I cannot separate the priest from the 
man.— Oh that I had a mother \ God formed woman to par- 
ticipate our joys and cares. If I could not pour my sorrow^ 
into the bosom of a wife, I might at least share them with 
my mother — But I have no wife — I have no mother. 
High Priest, Confide, then, in the Gods. 
Rolla. The Gods abhor me, because I love a girl, devoted 
to their service j because 1 love that girl more than the Gods 
themselves. When the Sun rises, or when Cora appears--^ 
to my senses both are alike, and to my heart— alas ! Cora is 

far more. * 

High Priest. May the Gods pardon thy enthusiasm !-:• 
Rollar-it is the way of all mankind to bum with eagem^s^ 
for that treasure, which is guarded by the dragon In\poss^ 
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bUity. Cora, when only Cora, did but please you 5 Cora# 
the virgin of the Sun, you love. 

RoUa, {Incensed.) What! — (^He checks himself ^ and casts 
a look of disdain at the High Priest.) Good night, uncje. 
(Going into the cave,) 

High Priest, Hold, young man I Has your friend then 
lost ail power over you.— Live as you like. Seclude yourself^ 
if you please, from all mankind— only quit thi* desert, where 
every idea of the soul is lost in perplexity, as the senses are 
confused by gazing at the wilderness around. — Come to my 
dwelling. You know the wing, which stretches to the shore* 
There you may live in privacy amid the bustle of the worlds 
and no unwelcome visits shall interrupt your favouiite 
dreams* Your door shall be shut, even to myself — not mine 
to you, 

Rolla, I thank you, uncle. I feel your good inttrntion, 
and know your ^habitation well. It possesses many chanos 
pf retirement j but in this cavern will Rolla live and die. 
There, where the temple's roof towers above the trees — there 
dwells Cora— and in this cavern will Rolla live and die--- 
Good night. 

High Priest. Headstrong mortal I Remember tlien, at 
least, your duties on the morrow. The great festival of the 
Sun demands your prgsence at the palace^and the temple. 

Rolla, Excuse me. Tell the King— what you please— 
tell him— I am dead. To the world I never will return.— 
But, tomorrow I will sacrifice to heaven — whether in a tem- 
, pie or a cavern is to the Gods alike. {Exit into the cave.) 

High Priest. Young man ! young man ! Little dost thou 
think how dear to me thou art.— —As yet the set* 
ting sun-beams glitter on our temple's golden roof, and in 
this wilderness it is already night. Scarcely shall I find the 
crookeduath, which leads me through the wood. (He turn^ 
round, but as he is goings encounters Diego, <who is groping 
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throt^h tie tMciets, and is 'very much alarmed at sight of the 
High Pric^t.^ Whence come you, and whither go you ? 

Diego, Wherever chance may lead me, 

High Priest, Are you traversing a desert for amusement ^ 

Diego, (frith clo-wmsh effrontery.) Yes, 

High Priest, You have probably lost your Dray ? 

Diego, So it seems : for I find you in it. 

High Priest, Are you not Alonzo^s squire ? 

Diego. Not far wrong. 

High Priest, If you be unacquainted with this wood, you 
will wander still further into it. Follow me, and in a few 
moments, you will be in the right road. 

Diego, (H^ith assumed anger.) Apd who told you I was in 
the wrong road, Mr. High Priest ?^Know Sir, that 
throughout Castile and Arragon, Grenada and Murcia, as. 
well as all the other lands belonging to our king, honest 
Piego allows no one to know more than himself. 

High Priest, Well then, solve this mystery. Why do I 
£nd you at night in these wild thickets, and yet in the right 
load ? Are you alont, or is your master nor far off ? What 
are you doing here ? For you shall not convince me that you 
are merely come to take a walk. 

Diego, (Stammering.) Well,— as you arc so very inquisitive 
I — I must confess to you— I — I am in love. 

High Priest, {Smiling.) You in love ! 

Diego, (JVith affeBed dignity,) Yes,— in bve— and with, 
such fearful jealousy, and sucTi despair ! First my affeflioA 
seems to carry me to the summits of the higlicst mountains^ 
then into the deepest abysses of the sea, till I, at length, havt 
lost myself among these tender bushes, to join the turtle 
delves in cooing solitude. 

High Priest, (Aside.) It almost seems as if this spot were 
£xed on by the Gods for the retreat of lovers. 

Diego, (As above,) Here to the silent trees I^U utter vaj 
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complaint^ and waft my si^hs aloft to the chaste Goddess of 
the night. 
High Priest, You ar^ a blockhead. (Goes,) 
DiegOi A blockhead ! — Thank you.— A blockhead has 
proved himself wiser than a High Priest for once, however. 
j[x)ng live such brains as mine ! They are as useful in the 
new world as the old, I find.-~Is he really gone? " 

J h^ar nothing. (Turning to the opf>osite side,) St I — St I— — 
Enter Alonzo and Juan, ivrapped itt large cloaks, 
Juan, Are w^ safe, Diego ? 

Diego, A pretty question. Why yes, as safe as men well 
can be, who are sallying at night, thro* a wood, on a rascal* 
ly expedition. By Saint Barnabas, I believe us to be about 
as. safe as a drunkard, crossing the river Amazon upon a 
^read. 

Juan, Hast thou seen any thing ? 
Diego, I ztja. not apt to see much in the dark, but I have 
^eard something. 

Alonzo. What hast thou heard ? 
Diego, The identical yoice of the High Priest. 
Alonxo, The High Priest ! What did he want here ? 
Diego, To put me into the right road^iiothing more, 
f hus it is all over the world $ the priests are su^ to know the 
right road.— 

Alonzo, But what could bring him to this wilderness ?-r— - 
Velasquez, speak. 

Juan, Why speak ? Drai^ the sword, shut the e3res, and 
i[ush into the throng. These are my maxims in every dan- 
ger. Courage is washed away by prattle, as a morsel of 
good earth is swept by a torrent from the naked rock : No 
inore can deeds of danger then take root. But;^ were I in- 
clined to speak, theie is enough to say. 
Alonzo., What may it be ? 

Diego. Oh, pray talk. Sir. Of all things in the world I. 
like to hear people talk in the dark.— 
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Jman, Be it*»o— if it senrc but to pass away the tim?, 
Alonzo, till your planet rises.— When two lovers are to 
neety they £nd it tedious to wait. Therefore, 1^11 talk till 
you bid rot cease. And the text shall be— Friend, this ad« 
▼enture will tenninate unhappily > believe me, it cannot be 
otherwise. 

Diego, He is right. 

AhnK9, A strange language in your month ! When did 
Bon Juan Velasquez turn his back upon a dangerous adven- 
ture ?— 

Juan, Hark ye, pum ! If you were capably of doubting 
my courage, \ would prove it by wrestling with the first rat- 
tle-snake we meet. You know my principles. I set no 
higher value on my life than a single happy moment, and 
happy is every moment, which I dedicate to friendship. If 
therefore you have any regard for me, no more of this ! My 
arm and sword belong to you. I follow your footsteps blind- 
ly through the dark ; but let me at least be allowed, while 
I follow you, to refle£l. Surely it iiit ridiculous to be grop" 
ing here, when we npight be so much better employe^— ▼ 
Jlon%9, So much better t If t me hear how. 

Juan. He who it doing wrqng, may always be better em- 
ployed, and by all the knights whose blood flovirs in my 
veins— or flows not — we are in a woful way. I say nothmg 
of the sword, which hangs suspended by a hair, above our 
heads. You love Cora, I love you, and Diego loves us both. 
Love precedes life, as the pravcrb f^^, 

J)iegQ, Yes^ yes, but— don't take it amissr— with, me,, lift 
precedes love. 

Juat^, Grai\^ing, then, that it may cost us three a f<^ 
uneasy years — well, he that has lived happily, has lived 
long. 

piego. What damnable principles ! 

^mn* But Alonzo— thfs happiness— (at least what; I <^11 
happiness)— this salutary, balsam, of the soul is inseparablo 
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froin honesty and virtue. Lay your hand upon your lieait. 
What are your ideas in your intervals of. reik^lion ^ JOoa 
Alonzo Molina forsook the savage followers of Pizarro, be« 
cause he abhorred their cruelties ; because in every Indian 
he beheld a brother. This was noble. '^ I'll go to these 
mild people/' said he, ** and be their instru^lor. I'll iomt 
their genius, teach them the useful iLrts, and be their bene* 
faftor." — This was truly aoble. You wen t* The king of 
this country received you with open arms and httait« The 
people loved yoU| the family of Yncas honoured yoii4 In 
yeu, the nobles of the land beheld their monarch's favourite^ 
without envy. You shared his sorrows $ but yoi^ likewise 
shared his joys and treasures. You ceased to be a stranger, 
and the priests, without a murmur, saw you at the service of 

their Gods. What is the consequence ? At one of the 

festivals, Alonzo spies in the temple a priestess of the Sun, 
presenting to the king the bicad for sacrifice. She is youn^ 
ind handsome. Alonzo is on fire, and suddenly sink all his 
mighty projefts in the ocean of oblivion. The vindicator of 
the rights of man is lost.— The fair device upon his shield — 
two hands clasped and exalted towanls a holy cross, nmst 
give way to a burning heart, transfixed by one of Cupid's ar* 
rowa.— If I want Alonzo, where am I to seek him ? 4mong 
the council of the king ? Among the judges of the p^ple ? 
Among the tutors of the youth ? — ^Yes, there I was wont to 
find him ; but now— aided by night, he sculks around these 
walls, buries his &ce beneath his cloak, hides himself from 
bis own conscience, and executes his great intentions, like a 
wanton boy, who breaks tlie eggs which are ready to be 
hatched. 

Alonzo, {Displease J,) Velasquez! 

Juan. Away I Away with that threatening mient It ill 
becomes you. No one has a right to be displeased, whose 
conscience is not pure. You are wondering how your joviai 
friend ihould so suddenly become the preacher of morality. 
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Mark this. Velasquez is always jovial—always happy— be- 
cause he always is an honest man.-^But as I have begun, 
let me finish. You, by whom every little superstition of the 
people was considered sacred, (because the peace of some 
weak mortal must depend upon it,) you rashly trample on 
ft law the most holy of a nation, which has hospitably receiv- 
ed you in its bosom. You seduce a chaste girl, devoted to 
the service of her Gods. Even rebellious nature must assist 
^ou ; these huge insurmountable walls must be shattered by 
an earthquake, to make way for a rash libertine to Corals 
arms, and amidst this dread contention of the elements, you 
dare to be the murderer of innocence. 

Alonzo, Juan, you are unmerciful. Believe me, my con- 
science is not asleep. 

Juan, Then it is deaf, and I must bellow to it. Ataliba 
has been your benefa^or. This good nation has received 
you like a brother, and in return — you have plunged a dag-^' 
ger in its back. 

Alonzo, Hold, Velasquez I— I acknowledge the voice of a 
friend, and thank you. But how do you wish that I should 
a6l ? What do you require of me ? 

Juan, Well, Heaven be praised ! At last you begin to 
awake. I require you to renounce these dangerous criminal 
proceedings. « 

Ahnico, IMl ^>eak to Cora. 

Juan, Excellent ! Cora, to be sure, is a very prc^r judge 
in such a case I {Scornful^,) Yes, I see how far you Were 
in earnesti? 

Alonzo, No, by my soul, I'll tell her all $ 1*11 paint in 
glowing colours ail that my affli6led heart suggests — the an- 
ger of the king — the fury of the people, — my danger. — «* 

Juan, Tour danger ? Forgive me friend. You are but 
little concerned. Your danger, when compared to hers, i» 
but a ftather to dn ingot. You only risk your life— — 

Diego* Damnation 1 Is that not enough i 



AS L TtRGIN Ot THB SVH. 1$ 

Juan, She, on the contrary , ri^s her honour, her peace* 
the blessingsxof her father, the affeflion of her family, her 
prospects of future happiness. And, finally, what a dreadful 
death awaits her> if you gi^e life to a bein^ who would be- 
tray your love t 

AUmxo, Oh no, no t That is not the case» 

yuan. Well I Heaven be praised if it be not yet teasel 
But who can answer that it never will be ? And then j ^ 
to what unbounded misery have you doomed yourself and 
her ? She must die — oh that were little, but honv must shs 
die ? Pent in a subterraneous vault, whose entrance is to her 
for ever closed,-— there can I see her with a crust of breads 
sitting by the l^ht of a pale dim lamp, and gasping for a sin- 
gle breath of air.— ^h I my flesh creeps at the idea. la 
many a shape have I braved death,^— but this appals me 
^uite.— 

JloMza, (Embracing him.) V\\ never see Cora more. 

Juan, Right— let us begone. (Endeavours io IgadMm 
ttway.) 

Alonsso, Only let me take leave of her. 

Juan, Write a line or two, and we can throw it over the 
wall. You hesitate ?— Oh ! I see the force of your resolu- 
tion.*— Wretched Cora 1 Already do I see her in the dread- 
ful chasm. I see her, martyred by the panp of soul and 
body, gnawing the flesh from her arms, uttering blasphemies* 
«nd discharging from its agonized isnement the soul, which 
you have poisoned. Oh think, Alonzo, when she 

stands before that Judge, who will alike condemn the Spa- 
niard and Peruvian— when she charges you with having 
made her the murderer of her infant— *— 

Alouxo, {Drawing Mm away.) Come, come, let us fly ! 

Juan, With all my heart I 

Just as they are gttng^ a clapping of hands is heard behind 
the wall. 

Jlottzo. (Sudden^ turns round,) Oh Velasquez! Tbatis^ 
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thesignil. My Cora ! My Cora I {Tears fnmsilf from his 
friindy and hastily climbs the *waU\ Juan looks after him 
vtAth ^wonder and displeasure,) 

Diego. (After a pause,) There he goes like an arrow. 
Thus It is in this headstrong world. Here has the 'right 
reverend Don Juan Velasquez been preaching such a sermon 
Rs is not to be heard every day from the pulpits of Salaman- 
cha, and scarcely do a iittk pair of heathen hands cry: 
*^?att Pat!^* when the Arch-fiend drives all the good 
e£fe^ of it into the air. 

Juan, (Somenvhat harshly.) Do as you pltase. Hot- 
headed being ! When others leisurely pursue their way, he 
flies. Well !— -If all end according to my wish, I, as a 
friendi have done my duty ; if not, I can but suffer with my 
friend. ■ " ■ ■ ^ Till then, be of good cheer, Diego. 
How art thou ? 

Diego, Like a fish on bnd. 

Juan, That cannot be. When engaged in a foolish en- 
terprize, every fool is in his element, and by the holy knight 
St. George, our present enterprize is foolish enough. 

Diego* But mark the difference. I must do what'you like, 
add you don^t like to do what Heaven imd Honesty say^you 
must* 

Juan. Indeed ! Let us hear an explanation of thy logic. 

Diego, Well : Were I in the place of that valiant knight 
Don Juan Velasquez, I should, in the first place, have 
preached a sermon almost like his, and if that had no effe^^ 
I should say 8 " My dear friend Alonzo, you will not re- 
quire that I should be roasted alive for your like. Fare- 
well ! I am going home, and shall take our dear Diego with 
me. We'll offer up a rosary for you.'* 

Juan. That we may do here toa 

Diego. Here ? On heathen ground ? " Before a heathen 
temple ? 

Juan. Blockhead ! Our God is every where. But he is 
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better served by sacred and fraternal frienddiip \ I shall 
therefore offer up no rosaries, I stay here as the guardian 
of my friend. 

DUgo. And why should I stay ? 

Juan* It becomes thee to be obedient— —^Begone, sirrah. 
Take this whistle j walk carefully to the left^ round the 
walls of the temple. I shall do the same to the right. On 
the other side we shall meet again. — If thou descriest any 
thing suspicious, blow the whistle. Here, take it. 

Diego, {Takes the lAjAistle^ trembling.) To the left, did 
you say ? 

Juan, To the left. 

Diego, Quite alone f 

Juan, Quite alone. 

Diego, I shall lose myself among the bushes. 

Juan, Fool, canst thou not see the walb, and the roof of 
the temple ? 

Diego, Am I an owl ? 

Juan, Does not the moon shine bright enough ? 

Diego. No. 

Juan, No I — Ha! Hal— I perceive Signor Diego is 
afraid. 

Diego, Why, Don Juan, to confess the tnith— the night 

was appointed for rest, and though I may not be asleep, yet 

my inward faculties may. My courage always goes to bed at 

syn-set. 

Juan. (Walking seriously to him,) Friend Diego, this fist 

shall rouse it. 

Diego, (^Shrinking^ Oh it was only napping— I am ready. 

Juan, Begone then, blockhead I (?ushe.s Diego to the 
left, and exit on the other side,) 

(Alonzo springs o^ver the broken ivall, and gives his hand 
Jo Cora, 'whofolloiMS him.) 

AlonxQ. Only a little leap, dear Cora ! Throw" yourself 

B 



hMiy Into my anns. (L^aJmg her fk^iO^rd.) Mere yo^ 
will find a siknty s^e^irtt^poi, fontted f«r our Idttvs, amd 
guarded by our friends. It is not ao spacious and gk>Mtiy as 
your garden, Where the treacherons amkAi penetiates on every 
side, and doubles every ibmu (CStufing Jkir m hu mtms.) 
At last I s^in |iosse8s you. 

Cfffii. {JRetutmng kit imbroif,) At last I a^n possess 
you. 

AJmz9. Oh \ These ha've been three long> long weeks. 

Ofra, Only three weeks f 

AloHZO, Months to love* 

Cora. Years to my heart* 

AloHZo. Each evening with^he twilight was Alonzo here, 

waiting for the signal, and listening whether you would call 

him to the secret raptures of oAe bltasful night. 

dra. Each evening I have cried, because I durst not 
come* 

Al(mz9. But you have not been ill ? 

Cora. Oh! I am always ill, when not with you*. 

AionXQ, Tell me what has detained you. You promised 
to be here much sooner. 

Cora, I did promise-^-that yf2s wrong; I could but hope. 
Love is ever lending Hope its wishes, and is too apt to make 
them certainties* It seldom is my lot to do the nightly ser- 
vice of the temple ; but I relied upon the iUness of anoti^, 
whose place I offered to supply. She recovered, and thanked 
me for my good intention* How sorrowful was poor Cora ( 
How long appeared the sleepless nights I 

Abn%o, 1 have not been more easy. The morning dew 

'has iallen on me beneath these trees, virhile my clothes were 

still moistened with the dew of evening-*-while my l^ody Still 

shivered with the midnight cold. See,-« beneath this pabn 

have I stood, night after night, gasing at your temple*-—^ 
-{Sometimes I luive discovered a shadow where yond^ lamp is 
glimmering,— I always thought that it was you. 



I Cora* Oh t no shadow could deceive roe \ yet eirery where 

i I saw Alosto. I was lesekss, and ran frotn o&e place to atto- 
t ther.— Oh ^11 me, ape «ne alwa^ so Iropatieat, when the 
^ image of man is planted in our hearts ?— I was once mild 
J and gemle— -I could iiear the disappointment jof any little 
wish. I could be quite o^mposed, whm a shower of rain 
;$ had robbed me of a walk^ or the wind had broken a flower 
planted by myself $— But now k is quite different. When I 
am sitting at my worky if A thfead but break, I can be so 
angry, that I sometimes am frightened at myself* (Creeping 
close to him.) Alonzo, does love make us worse oi: better ? 
4hnzo» True h>ve jnust make tis better. 
t, Cora* Oh ng, jio 1 In my heart dwells true love» and yet 

^ I am worse than I was. 

Alonzo. Kot so, dear Cosst*^perhaps your blood runs ra* 
31 ther quicker. 

Cora* Or am I HI? Ves, Alon2o»— -*— I am now often 
ill. 
Ahnxo, Indeed ! 
\ Cora, Indeed I am very often ill. But it must be so> for 

soon I shall not love you alone, 
r Alonxo* (Starting.) Not me alone! 

■I Cora* (Smiling*) Not you alone. 

Alonzo. Your words are an enigma, or a crime* i— 

Cora-«-Not me akme \'^(Ga%et at i/r*.^-- No \ impossible ! 
i You look so calmly at me !— - 

Cora. Why should I not ? What I feel is sweet: Can 
it then be wrong ?— 'An unknown melancholy has possessed 
my sovd,— >a struggle never felt bcfore.^^At our late festi- 
val| as I was decorating the temple with flowers, I saw a 
young woman sleeping on the steps— •^upon her bosom lay 
a little smiling cherub.— My heart felt soft and warm, and, 
without knowing it, I stretched my aims to take the in&nt 
gently from its mother.— But what so gentle as the slumbrr 
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of a tender parent ? Scarcely had I touched the- child, when 
she anxiously started, and pressing her jewel closer to hcF bo- 
som, looked mistrustfully at mr.— Qh Alonze^ what a ve- 
nerable being is a mother I* 

Altttxo. {Alarmed,) What makes you mention this ? 

Cera. Have you no suspicion ? (JVith the purest and mast 
inmcent delight,) Yes, I shall be a mother. 

Alonz.0, {Petrified nvitk horror,) Great God of Heavei\ ! 

Cora, What can be the matter ? Oh never fear 5 I love 
you just as much as ever— nay more. I once thought it im- 
possible to love more ardently, and probately was right, for 
in you, Alonzo, I beheld the loveliest of men. But, like 
an enchanter, you have to day stolen my affe6lions in ano- 
ther shape, for in you I now behold the £aiher of my chilck 

Alonxo, Cora I Cora I My hair bristles towards Heaven. 
And are you so calm ? 

Cora, Of what are you afraid ? Is it a crime to be a mo- 
ther ? Surely no. My old father always told me, that who- 
ever commits a crime cannot feel happy—and I am happy. 

Alon%o, How ! Have you forgotten the duties of your 
station ? To what laws did you swear, when this image of 
t^e Sun was affixed to your garments ? 

Cora, To the laws of our temple. 

Alonxo, And what do they enjoin ? 

Cora. That! do not know. My father says: ^* Whocvier 
considers virtue to be sacred, can have no need of laws, bwt, 
without knowing them, will fulfil them all.''— I consider 
virtue to be sacred. 

Alonxo, And do you know what virtue is ? Alas ! You 
are as yet ignorant of the mournful difference betweeij that 
virtue which is founded on the eternal laws of nature, and 
that which some fanatic has fixed according to his will. — 
(Clasps her in his arms,) Cora, what have we done? — In 
<*very station, love and happiness ftrerecompenccs for the 
pangs of travail^n your's alone— death.— 
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Cora. (fTtth fearful alarm.) Death! 
Alonzo, (In despair,) And I — I am your murderer. 
Cora. (Again quite tranquil.) How you torment yourself 
Tvithout a cause ! Unaccountable man ! Who will kill me — 
and why ? 

Alonxo. You have— -(at least so say your priests)— you 
have offended the Gods. 

Cora, Oh no ! I love the Gods. 

Alonzo. Even if you do, still you will fall a sacrifice to 
tlieir unfeeling bigotiy. We have no resource but flight. — 

And flight —Oh Heavens 1 Whither can we fly in this^ 

strange country? » 

Cora. You dear enthusiast, I know how to release you 
from your fears* 

Aknxo. Then God has revealed to you the means. 

Cora, To-morrow shall decide whether my inward feel - 
ings be deceitful, and the Gods enraged at me. Till this 
moment, the moon and stars have been the only witnesses of 
our stolen loves.— Enough ! Let us make the greatest of ^he 
Gods— let us make the Sun himself a witness of them. — As 
yet it is night, and I dare stay no longer } I must away to 
the service of our sacred lamp-. You, my Alonzo^ must re- 
pose beneath these trees. Soon as the morning dawn has 
tipped with gold the Eastern sky, I shall again be with you, 
and we will ag^in climb this hilL— Then, turning our faces 
to the East, locking arm in arm, glueing lip to lip, let us 
boldly await the rising of the Sua. Do you understand me? 

Alonzo, But in part. 

Cora. If I have done vn-ong, the Sun will hide his face, 
or h*s first beam will annihilate me. But if— Alonzo— if 
he, my father and my God should mount in splendour ; if 
he should deign to smile upon the loving couple, and we 
both feel well, then be unconcerned. — We are guiltless in 
the eye of God, and whose countenance shall Cora fear ? 
Alonzo. Dearest girl !— -AfFefling simplicifyr [ 
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Cora. And hear still more.. To-morrofw i^ our greatest 
festival. To-morrow, if he rise in unsullied gloiy, we de- 
duce an omen that he will be gracious to our land—Look up, 
Alonzo, Cast your eyes towards heaven. The stars still 
twinkle ; ^ around is blue j there is no threatening cloud- 
no breath of air. — We shall have a fme moniing.— Kiss me 
—Farewell. Beneath this tree will Cora find you, and 
awake the slumberer with another kiss. {She haptens o^ver the 
'ijuall.) 

Alonxo, {WhQ has onl^ in part heard ivhat Cora has been 
sayings seems lost in despondency and terror,) Poor, harm- 
less being ! — Oh^ I am a rank, rank villain ! «^ave her I 

Save her— ere the flames surround her. — AJas ! It is too 

late i-r— I can but die with her. She is inevitably lost. 

(He strikes his forehead ivith both hands, ^pd leans against 
a tree, Diego sneaks trembling from the right side^ andy as 
soon as he espies Alonzo, *whistles nvith all his might.) 

AlonxQ, {Turns ^wildly rounds and grasps his siJuord.) What 
now? 

Juan {Rushing from the left side^) What now ? ' 

Diego, Oh — is it you, Don Alonzo ? — Why did you not 
say at first that it was you > 

Juan, {Clapping him on the shoulder) Paint a winged 
hare upon thy shield. 

Pf^SQ' That would be better than a blind Jion, You 
knights always term ^aution cowardice ; as we, who are un-r 
able to write, scprnfuUy call authors herpes of the quill. 
Beside, you told me yourself to blpw my whistle when I saw 
any thing suspicious, 

Juan, ]plocjchead ! How can your own master be so ? 

Diego, To confess the tnith, Don Juan, I think his ap* 
ptarance yery suspicious. Look how he stands. {Points at 
Alonzo, <mho ias resumed his former posture, ) 

Juan, '(^Shaking Alonzo^ s arm.) Good friend*. Was 
the farewell $p very pathetic ? 
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MoMOt^ (Embracing Mm.) Oh VclMqties I Your warn- 
ing c9mt too Ut9. 

Jium, (Holding kirn sU a Jiftance,) What I {flushing 
Mm bfick,) Then we are all nearer the IpBgdeiB of heaven 
than to-isonrow morning. 

4lo9Zo, (Qferitig Ms hand,) Forsake uic i^ — ffiend— 
comrade— brother. 

yuan. (Skakii^ Ms Jkand») Alonio, I am not in the ha- 
bit of caUing to a drowning boy. ** Thoit shpuld^^t not 
have fal]en into the water/*—! rather save himi if k be iii 
my power i but in this case it is not. If we had a vessel, or 
an enchanted cloai; to bear ns through the air, by my soul, 
Velasquez would not be the last to fly. £rut» a»hemust» 
{Assuming a rtsolute position.) Velasquez arms himself with 
courage j. buries his face beneath his cloa)^, an^ bids the 
lightning and the thunder hiss and roar around him, 

Alon%9. X^^^^^S ^^^ hand^,) All— -all is lost ! ^o suc- 
cour ! (lo resource. 

yuan. Come, come> all is never lost, as Ipng as we retain 
pur senses* I<et us go home, eat> dpnk> and s^eep. Tq- 
inoiTow our minds and bo4ies will have gained firesh vigouf 
«^to-morrow more* 

Ditgo,. X^c flpw^ of chivalry, by St. Barnabas. 

AlonsiffQ, Hold ! — Shf will retun^ — At break of day ^ 

promised 

Juaff, Did she so \ . ■ . i I know nothing much mpre un- 
pleasant than the friendship of a lover j for he never supposes 
any one to be a mere mortal, capable of fueling the wants of 
nature, lie never thipks that one must sleep— 

Dieg9. That one must ^ at— that ov^ must drink— 

Alonzf, Forgive roe, Juan, ♦ 

Juan. Yes, ye^ I forgive you ; btrt I shall not be coz^|i^ 
of my nightly rest. (Spnadit^ Ms cloak u^er a irfe, and 
throwing Mmself upon it.)''r^ — Necessity has no law, and 

B4 
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ncarben is the b«Et pillow. Good night, Alonio.— — 

He, Trho has a pure conscience, can recline againit tbii tree, 
juid challenge the seven sleepers. (Chset hit tjet.) 

Diigt. {Preparing a nmUtr piact.') I hope there are no 
rattle-snakes heieabou ts — nor any tiger as hungry as tnyself. 
{Liei di>wtt.) WeQ, if I can sleep now, T shall be still more 
clever than I thought myself ; for my head is full of thoughts, 
my heart is full of fean, and my stomach— empty. 

Akaxa. (Siirveji thivifir some memtitts. ) Happy people I 
—{Letm4 nKumfuUy agmnil a tree.) 



ERD OF ACT I, 



AS. II. VIlLOlN OF THE SON. %^ 



ACT. II. 



Scsni as before. Juan and Diego are disco<vered stiU 
asleep, Alonzo is tvandering among t^ trees and 
bushes. 

Alonzo. What an eternal night! The stars preserve 
their former lustre, nor does the moon grow paler.— Around 
me all is gloomy silence. — Noise and confusion would be 
welcome to a wretch like me, for they might serve to stun 
fhc voice of conscience. W hat was that fool Diego 

saying lately ?— *« The conscience is like the stomach j 
for you are uncomfortable as soon as you feel its existence.^* 
The blockhead spoke the truth. Oh my good mother t 

Thy golden maxims should have guided me to a better world* 
Alas ! They have not even accompanied me to another 
part.of this.-*Perhaps thou art now upon thy knees, and 
praying for thy fallen son.— Ay, pray — pray I He needs the 
intercession of a saint.— Oh, away with this despondency I 
All may yet be well. — Night is succeeded by the dawn-^the 
dawn by the first sun-beam. {Pointing to the east.) Behold 
the prospe6l of returning bliss. Already do I see a purple 
stripe in the horizon, and but the largest stars are visible* 
Hark, at a distance, too, a bird begins to chirp. The 
moment is at hand, which brings my Cora back. While I 
hold her in these arms, conscience is deaf, and danger a 

mere bug-bear. I'll awake them.— (^iaib»^ Diego.) 

Diego, it is day-break. 

Diego. {Rubbing his eyes.) What ?— Pshaw ! You must 
be joking. It's very dark yet 



Alottzo. No> BO $ the moon is set, and tKe ttm aie Ta« 

nishing. 

i)/^^9. (Tawning.) I d»ii^t 9Q«>wben the stars vanish^ 
tt will be quite dark. (Turns om the other s'uk^ mutters a 
fenu umnteUigibU nv$rtlSi w^mgaissfisUs asleep,) 

Ahttsca, E&riable sluggard! {Shakistg }uzxi.) Velasquest 
k is light. 

Juam. (Rsusuig and holmg tmmd,) Well* and what 
then? 

Jionzo, Will you not enjoy this charming morning f 

Jumh You may make a sonnet on the monikig^-«Dly 1ft 
m sleq>. 

Jtiomta. Have you forgotten that Cora is coining ? 

Jium^ Is she coming to set roe ? 

Aitnxfi* And doa't yon think it worth while to open yooc 
eyes % iem minutes sooner^ when you. may b^old ^lat angel f 

Jusm^ {Smkmg ta sUef,^ I had rather dream about hex 

just BOW. 

AlmtatOm Theat they lie and slamber> m contnnpt of vf 
toxmoited heart ! Their wpuki ane revived by ina^ivity.-* 
Alas ! I perceive that man is happier, the nearer he ap- 
^naaches to ^e nature of a bniti»— if not in tfa^.eyes of ^ phr* 
losophcr, yef in his awn^— and what would he have more ¥ 
(A clafpu^ efhauis is heard beMttd the ns^aH.) She comes ! 
•——What I just BOW said is falsel One mwnent of hearts 
iek rapture, is superior to hours of bodily entoyment* (tU 
kasUsss t» meet her^-'she fies u^O' his arms, ) ^ 

Cera, Here am I> love t— But you have deprived me of a 
pleasure. I willed to have found you in a gentle slumber- 
to have hid myself behind a tree» thrown leaves at you, and 
Called you idk«— Da you hear me ? Or are you asleep ?— > 
When your arm daqps Corals neck> can yoti think of any 
ane but her ? 

Akmsco, Sweet soul \ Harbour not such a thought. . |a 
my heart reigns only one Cora, as in Heaven one sun— But 
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the dkccfftty of this night !^My peace of iAin,d is lost.— • 
The horroi^ of my conscience are not to be described. I see 
Peathy in his most dreadful shape, stretching forth hit claj* 
cold hand to rob me of my Cora*— «— 

Cora. (Laying h9r hand upon Ms motdh,) Peace ! Rcl^r 
ilpon the Gods. Look up! Oh» my heart- is full of joy 1... 
How blue and clear all around 1 The Sun will nowsooA rise* 
Quick 1 follow me I (Runs itp the kiU^foUowedfy AJUmto.) 
See ! In another minute we had been too late. Behold that 
golden ball. {With exalted feeling,) Gaze all around, how 
hills and woods are biursting through the mitt. Gate all 
around-*how great, how beautiful ! Look 1 A thousand 
dfops are sparkling on the grass ! Hark ! A thousand birds 
are warbling in the wood !— Oh Alonao ! My God is great 
— >my bi-east is full and narrow— ^rise into my eyes, ye tean^ 
of rapture I—Oh, rejoice, rejoice, Alonao— the visage of my 
God is clear-«-he is not angry. (Kneels.) Father, to i/diose 
service my days are devoted. Father, whose image I bear 
upon my bosom, and within my heart, case down upcm thy 
handmaid one of thy tfaoimad eyes. Be- witness of my lov« 
for this young man, and be my judge I If what I f^lbe 
criminal, oh shroud thy flaming front, or bid ^y thunder* 
clouds to gather, and launch at me a bok, the swvant of thf 
vengeance. (With the utmost fefpour* ) Give me a tokeut 
oh, my Father, a token of thy anger or thy love. (Aftsr a 
pause.) How warm and mild are hist>ea]M ! How friendly 
and benignant ! (Rises.) Enough ! I venture it in pre- 
sence of my God'-*Alonzo, come into my arms. (Xhey 
embrace each other.) It is done. Now I am at eaie. Had 
our conduft been (^riminat he would have annihilated us— 
Oh I My heart is full of gratitude and J9y l-«^me kneel 
with me. Let us adore and thank him. 

Alonzo, I adore !— Dear Cora, the Sud is not v^ God. 

Cora. Oh yes, yes ^ he it j/our God to«$ h» thinw upon 
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tls all. He gives us nourishment, and life, and warmtli.— 
I beseech you, kneel with me. 
' Aton%o, (Struggling,) Dear Cora'.— 

Cora, Ungrateful man ! Who gave you Cora ? Shall I 
be ashamed of you before ray God ?— »Good^Alonzo— 

if you love me {Kn eels and dnews him by the hand 

after her,) 

AlonfO), Who can resist the sweet enthusiast ! (Kneels,) 

Cora, Silent thanksgivhig, — the silent sacrifice of both/ 
cur hearts. 

Alonzo, We offer unto thee, God of all Gods. {Both sink 
into tacit adoration,) 

Enter Roll a from the ca^ue, 

Rolla, Again so early t It is scarcely light. The Sub 
rises and sets, and finds me still awake. Patience ! A time 
will come, when he will find me still asleep. (Espies Juan 
and "Diego,) What have we here? Two of the foreign- 
ers, who dwell among us. Doubtless they have been be- 
nighted in the forest. I'll awake them, and offer them re- 
freshment. But first my morning prayer to thee, my father. 
(He turns to the East, and as he raises his hands and eyes 
toivards heaven y espies the lovers on the hilL A cry of hor- 
ror escapes hifh, and he stands rooted to the spot, Cora and 
Alonzo rise nvith their faces toivards the Sun^ and sink into 
it silent embrace,) 

Rolla, {In a voice choaked nvith agony and rage,) Cora 1 

{"The lovers are dreadfully alarmed, turn, and look dovm* 
Cofa shrieks, and sinks in a sivoon on the bro-iv of the hilU 
Alonzo, for a moment undecided vohetherf rush doixm, or 
assist Cora, is led by affeSion to the latter — he kneels at her 
side, and endeavours to <wake her, RoUa is in a violent 
tremor, but never alters his posture or place, and rivets his 
eye upon ihe couple,) 

Ab>HXo, {Who cannot forsake Coi^.) Valasquez! Diego! 
To arms! To arm si 
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Juan and Diego, (Half asleep^ and springing up,} What 
BOW ? — What is the matter ? 

Aionzo. Hew him down ! 

Juan and Diego, (Still confused and draiving their 
sivords.) Whom ? Where ? 

AlonTSo, Down with him, ere be escapes 1 

Juan, {Und§rstanding him^ and pointing to Rolla.) 
This solitary man ? 

Alonsco. Cleave him to the earth \ We are betrayed. 

Diego, (Brandishing his simrd,) Two to one ? Here 
am I. 

Juan, {Very coolly,) This solitary, unarmed man ? (Re- 
turns his snioord into the scabbard,) 

Alontco, (Lea<ves Cora to her fate^ drains his s^ordy 
and rushes do^-wn the hill against Rolla, *wAose eye is still 
ri'vetted upon her.) Then I myself must— — 

Juan, (Meets and seizes him.) Hold friend— or foe^ if 
you dare to stir another step. 

Alonzo. Heavens ! Velasquez, have you lost your senses ? 
We are betrayed. Corals life depends upon it. (Struggling.) 

Juan, (Pushing him 'violently back.) Learn to curb your 
temper, mad-man. . (Approaching Rolla.) Methinks I 
must before have seen thee. Art thou not Rolla ? 

Rolla. (Recovering.) I ?— Yes I — Rolla is my name. 

Juan. Rolla, the chief 1 Right, thou art he. (Offering 
his hand.) I greet thee as one of the bravest and noblest 
warriors of the country. 

Rolla. How is all this ? It is still very ezr\y^'^(Holding 
his head.) Can it be a dream ? ( After a pause y again 
intently gaxing at Cora.) No! By the Gods, 'tis not a 
dream. 

Juan. True, — though I already read thy stern conoln- 
sion in thine eye. Probably that girl is known to thee by 
the ornament upon her bosom. She is a virgin of (h^ Sun,. 

Rolla. Yes,— her name is Cora. 
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yuan. And tlus stranger is thy meoarch^s fkvoinrite, who 
saved his life at Cannara, while thou wert fighting for his 
throne beneath the walls of Cusko. Dost thou remonber 
-him ? 

Rolia. (Offering Ms hand to AIonzo.> It is Aionzo. 

Juan, Now, Rolla, thou art as I hoped to find thee. 
'Thou wilt have sensations and ideas far diiSerent to the 
priests, who gaze upon the Snn until then: eyes are dazzled » 
and view all earthly things in dimness and confusion* Thou 
art acquainted with the world. Thou knowest how the 
heart of man is ever agitated by contending passions. Thb 
most stubborn and inveterate of them ail is hwe. He only 
can oppose it, who was never worthy of the contest» 
Behold this vir^ n- she is beautiful. 

RoUa. To whom dost thou say this ? 

Juan, Behold this man — he is rassh. That he saw her, 
that he loved her, is his crime. 

Rolla. Is no crime. 

Juan. Then have I not mistaken Rolla. 

Alonzo, And thou wilt be silent ? Thou will avert from 
Cora horrors not to be described ? 

Rolla. I betray Cora I — Know, young mm, for whole 
years I have loved-radored her. 

Alonzo and Juan. (Both much astoniihid.) What ? 

Rolla. Oh Spaniards ! No language can describe to you 
what I feel for Cora. 8he was almost still a child, when I 
first marched against the rebels, who dwell at the foot of the 
Sangai. At that time she wept when we parted, and to this 
moment I have known no other joy but the remembrance of 
those tears. I returned. Alas! All was changed. I found 
no more the lovely girl, whom I had left, but a virgin de- 
voted to the Gods. I wished to marry her. She saw the 
purity and ardour of my love, but she supposed herself in- 
spired — she called the Sun her husband, and scornfully looked 
down on me. Soon came the day, on which a solemn oath 
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;niade l&er for ever a Priestess of the Sun, and me a saerifice 
to misery. — For a few years I have been wandering Co and 
fro ) I have gained reputation for tay Valour> because I court* 
ed death ; — and of bte I have Ibced upon this cavern as my 
clwellsfig«*-thi8 cavern that hides me from the Sun^ who rob* 
bed ine of my Cora. 

Alonzo% {ff^iUf during tAii account, hat been in ^stin at^ 
iempting to rous^ Cora Jrom Met s*wom, nota *walks to 
Roila, and seizes Ms hand,) Believe me, from my souM 
pity thee. But how can I confide in thee, who art my rival } 
Swear to me. 

RoUa, I swear to thee 1 And what ? 

Jlonzo, That the vengeance of <he Gods may light upon 
thee, if thy tongue betray the secret^ which accident has now 
discovered. 

RoUa. I will not swear. 

Alonzo. Thou wilt not f And thou lovf st Cora ? 

Roila, That is my very reason. What need of an oath ? 

Aionxo, It will make me easy. 

Rolia. What is thy ease to me ? 

JJanxo, Swear, I beseech thee. Wilt thou rack me with 
eternal tortures ? Wilt thou force me to become a villain— 
lor, mark me— there are cases, in which a crime becomes a 
virtue. 

RoUa. (Scornfully,) Indeed! 

Jllonzo. As long as the most distant suspicion whispers to 
me that thou canst betray my Cora,— mark me RoUa — I 
revere thee, but» by my God and by thine, I'll murder thee. 

RoUa, I will not swear. 

JUonxo, Do — I beseech thee, RoUa. What must I think of 
this refusal ? Thou seest how I am agitated-— thou seest how 
I tremble— faow my veins are swollen—thou seest that an* 
guish has nearly robbed me of my breath. For pity's sake 
swear to me. 
. RoUa* I win not swear. 
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AloHscs. {Draws Ms sivorJ, and rushes towards AmJ) 
Then die I 

Juan, (Hastily interpodng,) Thy senses again lost I 
Back 1 Back \ Art thou a knight I 

Alfinzo, Let me pass— or my sword shall force the way. 
(Tries to extricate himself. Rolla calmlj keeps his 
place.} 

Juan. His fury overpowers me. — (Juan has just found 
an opportunity to tear his sivord from his side, ^^fuch he 
throws to Rolla.) Rolla \ Take it. I can no longer re- 
strain him. Defend thyself. 

Rolla. Let him come. For Cora I die wiUingly. 

(During this tusnult Cora has re'vi'ved. Her first look 
falls upon the combatants, andshenjos her their danger. She 
rises ivith ivild anxiety, rushes dotjun the hill, and flies di* 
re^ly into Rolla's arms.) 

Cora* Alonzoy what would you do ^ 

Alonzo. (Dropping, his sword.) Howl You yourself !— 
you jrourself !— It is for your sake — Shot>!d he betray us, you 
are lost. 

Cora, (With innocent confidence,) He betray me ! Rolla, 
my friend, betray me ! He, who was my defender, my me- 
diator in my childhood ! — How often, when my motKcr hss 
been angry, has he appeased her !— Do you still recoIle£l it, 
Rolla ? 

Rolla, (Much agitated,) I do, I do. 

Cora. And be — he betray me f 

Alonzo. Then why does he deny the oath which I requira ? 

Cora. Why an oath ? Look at bis eye — there you may 
read he b our friend. 

Rolla, (Clasping her to his heart.) Now do I wish to die, 
•^Oh ye Gods 1 Th's moment, let me die. It is so happy-r- 
so blissfql I Cora confides in me — I hold her in my atms-^ 
I speak to her — I hear^her enchanting voice again. — Ala^l 



A3 U. VIRGIN OP THE SUN. 33 

CorZf fiye jtnxt have, noir elapsed since I have seen }f0U9 but 
at a distance. 

Cora, {IVith hisrtfdt deUgkt.) Indeed , I rejoice as sin- 
cerely as you> that we now meet each other. All the happ^ 
days of ciuldhood float belbremyeyeft when in3rottr pre«ence. 

Almxo, {LiOMs oh his sword^ and casts towards them a 
glance of jealousy^) Cora»you distress me. 

Cora* By what ?-»0h you little think how dear to me K( 
is !— He loved me many years ago. We were destined fov 
each other. Were we not, RoUa ? 

RoUa. {Much ajfe£iid and confused*) Yes, yes— we were 
—for your worthy mother*— oh had she not died so soon— 
who knows ?— — — 

^ora» And at that tlme^ AlonzQ» I used often to derid? 
Iiim, because I had not learnt the force of love. Forgive 
me, RoUa. Now I have learnt it better. . Indeed I must 
have often hurt you bitterly. 

RoUa. Bitterly 1 Bitterly I But be it forgotten— (his 

moment is so blessed* 

Cora. {To Alonzo.) Hear how kind he is! Oh how often 
has my mother said to me : '' RoUa is a good man j marty 
him, and I shall die in peace.'^— But when she died, Rolla 
was fighting for his country, and a more holy flame possessed 
Vny heart. He returned — I could not love him— my heait 
belonged to the Gods, and I sighed for that day, on which 
I was to be wedded to the Sijn. 

Rolla. And nature has at length subdued these flighty 
notions ? At length you love ? 

Cora* Yes^ RoUa, you shall be entrusted with the secret. 
— This young man was standing in the temple, on the king's 
right hand, when I for the fli-st time saw him— scarcely 
could my trembUng frame support the cup of sacrifice. His 
sparkling eye was riveted on me, and soon betrayed his feel- 
ings.— >But I was confined wkhin the limits of our cou^r, 

C 
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ffldle he t»at waadednff io«nd the* watts, anal we iMth re- 
nounced the hope of ever being able to embrace each other. 
The Oods looked down and pttitd tts. Can you remcm&er 
that terrific daj, same few montks sinct^ when our rolcanos 
vomited^ when the sea boUed, and the earth trembled \ 
Many a pabee ww kvelkd wkh the gtoviKL Etrcn the 
sacred temple of the Sun was rent, and its huge walls, nodded 
to destm^oB. We.j^r shrieking wretches ftew from side 
to ftide^— deAth was in our ctUs— dieath iBtt the open air. Our 
cries were mixed with the diead ho^i^gs of tumultuovs na* 
tare. Then it was that this adrenturous Alonio espied, 
thfough a thicket) a chasm in the wafi. He VMturtd over it. 
One stone fell on another as he trod upon thcnK Heiie the 
earth) wad there my arms*, opened to receive him. Darkness 
eonceakd <nir loveS) and, since thait day, Abnzo many times 
has ventured through these ruins. 

KoUa. I tremble) Cora. What a rash adventtire ! 

Mmm^ Oh teR bnn all:— the dreadful consequences of 
your weakness and my villany— tell him— 

Cora (ffit^ tke ittmost innocence.) Yes, dear Rolta— 

MUl (Overfowered <Unfh horror,) What \ Rash, incon* 
siderate giii ! And you, Albnzo, though a stranger to our 
laws and customS) dW you not even Know that— Oh ye 
Gods I— You must fly f Ydunnitffly! 

Juan. But Either ? 

Alonzo. Oh Rolla I Rescue her. 

Cora* (Affrighted.) Is it true, then) that though the Gods 
above are not displeased, I am thought criminal on eardi ? 

Rolta, How it has alarmed me ! —As yet I am not ma&* 
ter of raysetf.^4fear me) Cora,— do you tevt him ? 

Corit, As my own sovl. 

Kolkt, Do you feei^that) in his armS) r^pentance'nerer wiH 
assail you ? Are you willing to pass the remainder of your 
days as his wife? 

Cora, I son. 
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RoUa> (7« AJomo.) AM. you— =df».you. feel the value 
of that sacrifice which she now offers to you ? 
Alonzo, I do. 

RoJla. Enbugh, then ! I will save you, {JFalh beiwfen 
tiem.)' Come hither 1 Accept me a» your brother* Cora, 
my dear sister^ (yoins het hand and Alon9o*s,) I unite 
thee to this man. May the shade of thy mother hover near 
us at this solemn moment I May her. blessing be upon thee ! 
—If Cora ^be hap^y^ Rolla is happy too. {Jtuxnsfnm 
them^ and ixjipes aiuay a tear,) 

Alonzo and Cora, {Hanging upon hm,) Our brother 1. 

RolUi, (Embracing both.) I am your brother. I will at- 
tend you* In a desert landj beyond the blue mountains, I 
have a friend.— -He rules a good, and gentle tribe, and is a 
subje6l of the king of Cusco^ whom he followed with his 
valiant troops in our last war. Fate cast his son into my 
hands, a prisoner^ and sorely wounded. He wa& a hopeful 
youth* He was rescued from the jaws of death beneath my 
care,, and I returned him to his father, without ransom. 
Since that moment the good people know not how to prove 
their gratitude. With transport we shall be received^ and* 
in their distant woods, your love will find a safe retreat. 
There will I dwell with you contented, and happy, because 
Cora is happy) and, at last^ joy^lly ascend to my fjather, la- 
mented by a brother and a sister. 

Cora. Oh good Kolla I How will my mothei; th^n thank 
you I 

Alonzo* Noblest, b est of men 1 Scarcely dare I meet thine 
eye. 

Juan, (HalfasifUi and concealing a tear.)* By all the 
Saints, if this be not a Christian, I am a heathen I 

Rolla, Now let us collect our senses. Flight is resolved^ 
but how and ^hen ? As yet there is mucli to settle* 

J^iegg, iJ^hOi durirfg thif scen^^ ha; bun principqllj Ust^n* 
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ing in the back ground 'whether all ivas safe^ approaches,') 
I bear a noise— ^I hear two women whispering behind the 
wall. 

RoUa, Quick I Away into my cavern ! 

(As they are goings Idali and Amazill have already crept 
through the breach in the nvally and are listening inquisi- 
ii'vely,) 

Alontto. It is too late ! they are already here. 

Idali, (Calif from the back ground,)^ Cora I We want 
you. 

Cora. I am coming. 

R^olla, Hold ! They have seen and heard us. For Heaven''s 
sake, let them not leave us thus! We must rock their fear- 
ful modesty to rest, and bring them over to our Interest. 

yuan. That were a master-piece even for a minister of 
state. If thou canst manage this, RoUa, I shall esteem thee 
capable of conquering provinces without a blow. 

Rolla, Nothing easier, Don Juan. Flatter them. They 
are women. 

Juan. Will you not come nearer, pretty creatures ? 

Jdali. (To Amazili.) I believe he means us. 

Amazili* Look only how he stares at us! Let us run^ 
back. 

Jdali, Cora, come! the High Priestess has sent us to look 
for you. 

Alonzo, (Ift a tone of entreaty,) Come nearer, pious vir- 
gins. 

Juan, Let us do homage to your charms. 

JdaU. (To Amazili.) Shall we run away ? 

Amazili, Yes, Idali. (Neither of them stir from the 
spot. 

Cora. lil go with you direftly. Why do you hide your- 
selves behind the trees ? Come hither, sisters ! 

IdaU. Oh no. Why yoy are standing among men. 
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Juan. We men ! What do you take us for, pretty chUd ? 
We three are Spaniards. That one man will retire, I dare 
say, if you are afraid of him. (Gives a signal to RoUa.^ 

KoUa. With all my heart ! {Withdraws to the mouth of 
the cave,) 
-yuan. Now lovely girls, still afraid ? 

Jmazili. (To ddaU.) What think you? Should we go 
nearer ? 

Ida It. Go first— IMl follow you. 

Jmazili. No, you are older than I am. 

Idali. But you crept through the wall first. 

Jmazili. But you saw the hole in the wall first. 

yuan. That dispute is soon settled. (Runs betiveen them^ 
and draws them for*ward *with him.) Now you may swear 
that neither of you went first. 

Amazili. (^ite terrified.) Oh Idali I He has taken hold 
of me. 

Idali* And me too. 

yuan. Be easy, be easy, my dearest children. No harm 
shall be done to you. (Taking hold of Idali's chin.) Xhe 
bloom of these cheeks is like the rose. (Turning to Ama- 
zili.) And of these like ■ l ike (At a loss for a com* 

parison.) 

Diego. (With affeSed gallantry.) Like the sun flower. 

yuan. (To Idali.) What pretty blue eyes. 

Diego, (To Amazili.) What a roguish look you have t 

yuan. How sweetly you can smile I 

Diego. How tempting your lips are ! 

yuan. (Seizing Idali's hand.) And this hand — how soft 
and warm ! 

Diego. (Clasping AmsiiWs waist.) And this waist— how 
neat and slender ! 

Jmazili. (To Idali.) Shall we run away ? 

Idali* I think we might as well stay a little longer* 

C3 
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Amm^l !But are you ceff^ that you tre n<it mett ? We 
mu^t'dicy if you dcceirt us. 

Jutm. Ntevcr for! In our anii»dweil»htppiiies8. 
Dkg; In our hearts, lilFe^ion. 

IdaU, {Playing with Juan*s yiofV.) See 1 What pretty 
ringlets ! 

AmaKsB, {Str6king Diero^s ckeik,) Ahd iffhat a pretty 
check ! (Juan and Diego kiss them,) 

Jdali and Amasdli, (Beth alarmid.') Oh ! What ww that ? 
Idali, {Dranving her kreathivlth d^ficuiiy,^ Oh! I can 
scarcely breathe. 

Amazili, (The same.) I felt it to my finger-ends. 
Cora, Come^ sisters, we shall be missed. 
Jdali, And the High Priestess will scold us. 
Amaxili, And we must dress ourselves for the feast to day. 
Idali, And there's nobody in the temple, to take cait of the 
koly lamp. 

Diego, Never mind«>if it be extinguished, you can light it 
agani with those fine eyes. 

Cora, Tell me what the High Priestess said to you, IdaK* 

Jdali, Well— 'We went down to the temple this morning 

to take your place, and so we couldnot find you^-and so we 

went to the High Priestess to tell her-~and so she told us to 

look for you in the garden. 

Cora, Nothing more ? 

Amaxili, And if we fottnd you, we were to bring you to 
her. 

Juan, And if she asks you where you met with Coia^ 
what shall you answer ? 

Jdali, We shall tell her ail about your curly hair, and your 
nice words. 

Juan, For Hcavcn''s sake no, pretty children.— She may 
be angry at your having staid so long, and forbid you to see 
us again. (Coaxing her,) Should not you like to talk a 
little with us, now and then ? 
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Diegf. i^Coaxi^g Anii^fiii,) I Hk^ ypu* yfu Mttlc rpgue. 
Will you come again ? 

Amazili, Jl^To Idali.) What tHnV y^, }4^ ^ 

i^A*. We^Usee. 

Juan. JUther ^y, ^^ Cpfa bad fs^leaa^e^ at tl^e fooit 
of a pillar in the temple, aQ4 atd?y-l|reak tbe ^^t^ 1^4 mn^ 
cealed her from yo^ si|^t. 

Diego. Or the shadow pf a j^lm m 4he <ccairt. 

JloMZO, Oh delightful I. 

JdaH, What a good thou^l 

Cora, Come, thes, let us go. 

JiiaH, (7*0 Amazili.) Come away 1 

JmazilL Cornel—— 

{Neither cfthem ^uit the spot.) 

Juan. Go ! sweet girl I 

Diego. Go, go, little wipked creature. 

Idali. (Tarrying.) Well, I am goii^—but caa't you'rr 
make us feel so odd and close and — apd — as we felt before ? 

Amazili. (7*0 Diego.) Try whether X shall be so frightened 
this time. 

(Juan and Diego Jdss them.) 

Idali and Amazili* Oh {'^(fTith a 4^ ^gh») Farevvell, 
farewell ! 

Cora. {Embracing Alonzo.) Farewel}, my love I 

Alonzo, Soon to be my wife. 

lExeunt Cora» Idali and Afoazili. 

RoUa. (Ad<vancittg*) Have you taaied i^iem ? 

Juan. Yes. Rolla knows the se)|. 

Rolla. By report, Don Juan. 

Diego. I begin to i^lish tbis^ventuiFe. Wkat a ;sly little 
Ifvench it was ! 

Juan. Yet the poitei(t9i|8^1ou4s5ee9i.still |o gather, wA 
to lower towards us. 

Monzo, Oh brother ! Haste ! H^s^, (^ 49fve us t 

C4 
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Rolia, Be at ease> and let us now consult together. Ob ! 
I feel fresh vigour nerve my every limb !— I am another man. 
I feel again that a£live spirit^ which heretofore inspired me— 
I am again attached to this world. — ^Thanks be to Cora 
for the gentle shower, which has revived this withered plant. 
^Full of majestic heat.) Yes, we will fly. Dangerous is 
the flighty and therefore better. When our pursuers press 
upon oiir heels—when their diouts are bellowing in our ears, 
and their arrows hissing round us— Hal That will be life I 
{IVith increasing ardour.) To fight for Cora !— To wield my 
sword for Cora 1— Then you shall see what Rolla is ! You 
called me brave beneath the walls of Cusco.— You called me 
brave upon the plains or Tumibamba.— Pshaw ! Pshaw ! Ne- 
ver have I fought for Cora. For Cora» and in Cora's pre- 
sence!— Oh 1 I shall be a God! 

Jlonzo, (Embracing Mm,) Great man! Look but friendly 
at me, that I may be sure thou hast forgiven me. 

Roiia, No, Alonzo, give me no more credit than I merit. 
All for Cora ! Nought for thee. Mark me. Were Cora to 
'throw a paltry flower into the sea, and say, she wished for it 
again, I would plvmge in, to fetch it, at the peril of my life. 
For this reason, then, I am thy friend, and for this reason I 
have forgiven thee* 

Jlonzo. Let me, at least, hope thou wilt one day think mc 
worthy of thy friendship for my own sake. 

RoUa, Cora loves thee. What canst thou wish for more ? 
—Oh if Cora loved but me, the Gods should sue to me for 
friendship.— But here are we talking, when we should be 
ailing. Come into my cavern— there we are safe from every 
listener.— Let us settle the Aonv^ nvAere, and iv/ien, and then 
be merry together, for to-day I'll drink— oh I am already 
intoxicated with delight. From head to foot I feel 'it. 
My every nerve is strung like a tough bow.— To-day I 
could subdue the world* {Seizes Alonzo's Aarni, and leads 
Mm into the cave.) 
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yuoji, (Ai it/eUaivj tktm.) Happy is it lor the king of 
Quito that this man is in love. To love Cora, or to dethrone 
him, vras the destination of such a hero. 

[Exit hm the torn. 
Diega, Drink! — Drinkdid he sajrf— Here am I.— I.ctua 
sst, who can empty most to the heslUi of his mbtreii. 

lExit intt tie cam. 
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ACT ni. 



Seem, the chamber of the High Priestess in the house of 
stars* Various cages, containing turtle-doves, parrots, 
and other tame birds, are affixed to the wall. 

High Priestess, — (Very busily employed in feeding the birds,) 
There, little Bibbi I Take It ! Take it ! You little wretch 
you have swallowed it all at once.— What a time these girls 
stay ! They are loitering in some comer, and talking non* 
sense, of course.— Yes, yes, Looloo,— stop— stop— > you shall 
tave your share. There ! These idle beings would tire 
any one*s patience. Heaven knows where they iiave crawled 
to. They are as slow as tortoises. Come hither, little 
Doodoo, come hither. (Chirps and snaps her fingers. )'~» 
There ! Take that, and give some of it to your wife.— 
(^Suddenly draucing her hand back.) Oh you rogue — ^you 
can bite too, can you ? ■ N o, this is<oo provoking. The 
Sun is already hi^ above the hills. These thoughtless girls 
lely upon my kind forgiving heart— don't they, Bibbi ? I 
look at them too often through my fingers— don't I, Loo- 
loo ?— Hunger and confinement make people tame and obe- 
dient—don't they Doodoo ? 

(Idali and Amizili, almost deprived of breath, rush into 
the room,) 

Idali and Amazili, (together,) Well I Here we are al- 
ready. 

High Priestess. Gently, gently, girls I— Are you frigh- 
tened, little Bibbi ? — So you really are here already T 

Idali, Yes — how fast we have run ! 

High Priestess. Where are you come from, then f 



Jmatiii. 'FvoM the tciHplc J 
Hig^ Priestess, One of you telk t fUikoofi. 
idaU^ttiiJimtmiU. {X^tktr^aktfmid,) It was f. 
High Prieitess. What ? One of you icUb anotlier ialie* 
hood. What can all this mean ? IdsH^ stand in ^h«C<or* 
ner. There ; Amazili> oome hither, {Leads "her to tkt 
^^/fosiu side tfthe stage^ and hnwrs her wee,) T>tU>iiie» 
honestly> are you really come from the temple ? 
AmaxiU. Vcs. 

H^h Priestess. Wtlli stand still. {Goes to Idali.) I catt 
scarce believe it yet. Amasili insists upon it» ybu ate «<nMe 
from the garden. Tell me the truth. 

Idali, Yesy we are come Utsm the gasdeii. 
lUgh Priestess. What ? You seem to be tmo «rery tCnmge 
ereatunrs. But I must lathom this. Stay in your oomerst 
What do you mean by that winking and nodding^^ and shak* 
ing of heads ? Be quiet, I say> and look on the |^»und« 
There. (Goes to Amasili.) Have you found Cora i 
Amasdli, Yes. 

High Priestess. Where did you iifld htr? 
Jpuizili. In the shadow of ^ thick pahn, rrhlch stands 
at the temple-gate. She had fallen asleep there. 

High Priestess. Very well. Now, don*t move an inch 
from your place, and rivet your eye upon the floor. (Gm# /• 
Idali.) Have you found Cora f 
IdaU. Yes. 

High Priestess. Where did you find her ? 
Idali. At the foot of a pillar in the temple. She had 
crept there, and was asleep. We had ran past her ^perfal^s 
twenty times without seeing her. 

High Priestess. What ? Come hither, both of you. 
(Seizes them by the hattd, Mnd stares in their faces by 
turns,) You are two impudent deetivers. Tou say that 
she was asleep within the tempW> at the fi)ot of a pillar^ 
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wad jou, at the gate of the temple^ in the shadow ;of a pahn« 
(Idali and Amazili are quite alarmed and confused*) Well ? 
Am I to have an answer ? 

IdaR, (To Amazili.^ You silly being— 3roa have for« 
gotten every- thing. 
- AmazslL No, but you have. 

Jdali* No, but you have, though. ^ 

Amazili* I am sure mine told me to say in the shadow of 
a palm. 

Jdali. No, but mine told me to say af the foot of a pillar. 

HigA Priestess, Your's, and your's ! What do you mean ? 

- (Idali asul Amazili start,) Will you make a voluntary con- 
fession, or must I use other> means ? 

Idali. (To AmaziH.) There now— this is all your fault. 

Amazili, No, it is ybur^s. 

Idali. And why is it ? Vm sure I should not have men- 

- tioned him first. 

High Priestess. Him I— Whom ? Whom ? Abandoned 
children I The Gods protect us from abomination ! I verily 
believe that you have been with men. 

Idali and Amazili, Ctogether,) Oh no ! Oh no ! 

Mali. They were not men. 

Amazili. Only Spaniards. 

High Priestess. (Transported beyond herself,) Spaniards! 
. What ! Spaniards I (Suddenly quite composed.) Oh— only 
Spaniards ? Well, there may be no great harm in that. 
Were there many ? 

Amazili. (^te hapfyf and talkative,) Threes-one for 
Cora> one for Idali, and one for me. Mine had such nice 
brown hair, and nice, brown eyes too. 

Idali. Mine had such pretty black curls, and such a pretty 
£ice. 

Amazili. But mine was the prettiest. 

Idali^ No, he was not — ^mme was prettier. 
. High Priesteup Be quiet I be quiet, childreft I .We ca» 
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determine that at another time. Now tell me, by what aor- 
cery these Spaniards found their way into the temple* 

Idali, They were not in the temple. 

I^gA Priestess. Then they must have flown over the loftf 
walls of the garden. 

JJalf. No— they were not in the garden. 

Jlmazili. But they migAt have been in the garden, as et* 
sily as we were out of it. 

HigA Priestess, You out of the garden ! But let mc hear. * 
How did you contrive that ? 

Idali, Well — we went to look for Cora, as you told trst- 
and ran all ways, and called, but nobody answered. And so, ' 
as we were hearkening, and listening to every little sound»- 
we thought all at once that we heard several voices behind* 
the wall. It was not far from the arbour, where the little 
brook loses itself among the bushes. So we followed the 
noise, and crept gently through the thick trees, lyhlle.th^ 
branches struck against us, and scra.tched our faces. So, all 
at once we found a large hole in the wall, quite from top t^ 
bottom, and we had only to hop over a stone or two to be out* 

HigA Priestess, Well— so you did hop out ? 

Jmascili, You know we were .obliged to do that, if we 
wanted to And Cora. 

HigA Priestess, To be sure.— So you did find Cora ? 

Jdali, Yes, among the three Spaniards. At first we. 
thought they were men, and were going to run away. But 
when we had looked at them a little nearer, and heard that 
they were only Spaniards— why, we consented to talk and 
play a little with them. 

Jmazili* And they made us promise to come again, tQO«y 

HigA Priestess, Indeed !-«And did you really promise i 

Idati, Why— half and half. 

High Priestess, Well, but you mean to keep your word I ^ 

Amazili, What think you> Idali ? 

Jdalit Wby> if you permit us« 



Vsgk Pri$stess^ Oh^ to be sure.-^«Now go» and send Cor 
to me. . in the mc^n time dress ^dursehes^ break the breadj 
and put it into the basket for sacrifice* 

Malu (Siiseing Amaziii's hand*) Come, sistcor^ I sbouid 
like to dance and laugh. 

Amavdli. So should L \Exeuat Ida* ^otd Ami. 

Migk FrkiUis. Yes^-Klsnce and laugh. Your ^mpliolty 
protects you from my rage-^but the hole in the wall you 
shall find BO more.-v-vY-etCorar^^houJd that shameless ^rl 
have had connexion with these m^>-i-ProteAuSf chaste Oellol 
Long^ have I observed her downcast head — long have I re- 
marked that she never sees with whom she speaks, and never 
knows of what. The paleness of her cheeks too— oh» these 
au not good 8iga9«**are they Doodoo ? 

Enter Cora. 

Abandoned wretch, dare you appear before me ? 

Or«. (ff^ith great calmness,) I have just appeared bcfbre 
ear God. 

High Friestesi. Thank him, then, for not having placed 
Ins thunder in my hands. 

Cof^a. Wiat do you want vnth. me ? Why are you an- 

High Priestess. Do you suppose 'your guilty life a secret 
to me ? Do you suppose me • ignorant, that Cora pollutes 
these sacred walk, her honour, and the honour of her sister- 
liood^ 

Cora, I have done nothing wrong. 

High Priestess, Look me full in the £Ke— you have inter* 
course with men. 

Cora, I have not oCended the Gods. 

High Priestess. Look at me, I say* You know a Spa* 
nkrd.. 

Cora.. I am mnoceot* 



Ha|sr>^ Priest9U. S«tn tli»¥cry;niocnkff yoil.Iitv«Mftaiil 
conversed with him. 

Cora, The Sun was a witness of my aiftiaiii* 
lifi^A PHestesi» Cmifess your cxime^ 
Cora, I have conMnitted no^cruoe^ 
HigA Priestess* Lost, infatuated being ! 
Cora. The path I follow is the path of kmocmce and 
nature. 

lUgh PrUstiis, Headstrong creature ! You ace a pdfsteat 
of the Sua. Tremble at the toments which <mr ri^ laart 
decree. 

Cora, I shall sul&r them undeservedly. 
High Priestess, You have nothing to ecmfidb to rat ) 
Cora, No. 

High Pifkstesi, You will not confirts ? 
Cora, No. 

High Priestess, Cora> I warn you for the last time. But 
a few moments are your own— avail youestlfof thenu X 
know all. I diatt SBsemhle the viv^a in. the temple. I 
shall summon the whole host of priests. Thty will pass sen* 
tence— and a drcadfiii sentence. Death is your lot^ and more 
than death— oinfamy. As yet we are alone. Do youpacsist 
in silence ? 
Cora, Yes. 

High Priestess, (Mtmrietg hit tone.) Ko<**«nethinks Oora 
viill scarcely proceed so hx. I knew yovi mother well, vthen 
you were but a child. ^^Cora/' she often said^ **hasa 
pliant open heart { I love her Ibc it.** 

Cora, Did she say so ? Oby she v^ras a gomi motliefi f 
She took the happiness of my 1^ with her to the grave. 

High Priestea, Surely her memory must still he dear to 
you. 

Cora, Can you ask it ? Many a silent tear I shed^ when 
I reflet upon her goodness. 
High PriiUcts. Would you tben prove her to llave utteitd 
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iifahMds^-^^^ A pliant open hearty"* s»id 9lie> blinded by 
affe^lion. Or is it true \ 

Cora. It is indeed. 

High Priestess. Prove it then. The friend of the mother 
has a claim upon the confixknce of the daughter* 

Cora. Oh! 

High Priestess, Still can I hear the last few words, which 
quivered on her pallid lips. '< Cora is young and inexpe- 
xienced \ if she should ever want a mother's counsel, assist 
her for my sake.** She spoke^ and with her dayrcold hand 
pressed mine, ' (Cora is irresolute f and in contention <wit/t 
herself'-'A pause,) And your old venerable father, when 
he delivered you intojny hands—" There,*; said he, " take 
her— she is a good girl, and will cause you no anxiety/*-— 
When he pressed his parting kiss upon your forehead, too, 
and the big tear stood trembling in his eye— do you recol- 
le^iiis words ? " Revere her as a mother." 

Cora. (Fails at her feet,) Hove— - 

High Priestess. (Struck imth horror.) Love! 

Cora, I will no longer be a priestess of the Sun. 

High Priestess. No longer a priestess of the Sun ! 

Cora. I will be married. 

High Priestess. Be married ! 

Cora, The Gods have given me a heart. 

High Priestess. To devote it to the Gods. 

(kra. To them my prayers and thanksgiving, but to man 
myaffe^eiu 

I^gh Priestess. Cora, collect yourself.— Rise !— You are 
in a delirium. 

Cora. I have shaken off the burthen— -and now^f in the 
daughter you still love the mother, lend me your aid. 

High Priestess. A Spaniard then ? 

Qoret. A Spaniard. 

High Priestess. His name ? 

Cora. Alonzo. 
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HightFrUstesU Where, and when did you first see him ? 

Cora. In the temple, at the king's right hand. 

High Priestess. And what miracle brought you together ? 

Cora. The miracle of nature, by which the temple of the 
Sun was rent, and its walls shattered. 

Higk Priestess. Enough ! I wish to know no more. Let 
what has passsed be buried in oblivion. You See that your 
dy ng mother's last request is sacred to me. I will be silent, 
and by rigid penance the anger of the Gods may be averted. 
Erase his image from ypur heart — forget his glossy words- 
avoid all thoughts of him, pray and work. 

Cora. Oh, surely you never loved. 

High Priestess. Thanks be to the Gods I 

Cora. Well, then let me tell you, that all, which you have 
Mow prescribed to me, is no longer in my poWer. Erase his 
image froni my heart ! Good mother, you have never loved. 
When I^awake, he is my first thought — when I kneel in 
the temple, my prayers are interrupted by his name — ^when 
I gaze at the image of the Sun, I gaze at him — when I think 
of God, I think oi him. 

HighiPriestesi, Dreadful crimes, C<?ra I Pray! Fast! Re- 
pent ! 

Cora* I can pray for nought but to possess him. — Oh what 
a sweet heartfelt sensation is love ! Po you really thiak it 
culpable ? 

High Priestess. Culpable, daughter ? Abominable. 
' Cora. And are you so entirely free from love ! 

High Priestess. (IVith piety.) I have devoted myself alto- 
gether to the Gods. 

Cotfi.i You deceive yourself, or me. Have I not often seen 
how tenderly you feed these birds ? Have I fact seen you first 
I take one, then another, from its cage, hold it on your hand, 
stroke it, talk to it, kiss it ? 

D 
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High Priestess* Oh poor little animals! So innocent an in- 
clination — 

Cora, My afFeftion too is innocent. 

High Priestess, AfFeftion for a man ! 

Cora, That is the same ? The heart must feel affeflion. 
You are content with a dove. Is it my fault if I am not sa- 
tisfied so easily ? 

High Priestess, Do not deceive yourself, Cora. Is it alike, 
whether you employ the fire to offer sacrifice, or to consume 
the temple ? 

Cora. I cannot comprehend your allusions. — My heart 
says, simply and plainly: " — You may love — love is accept- 
able to the Gods.'' And the consequences justify the max- 
im. When Cora does the service of the temple, is the sky 
ever cloudy, or does the Sun conceal himself? 

High Priestess, Because you shroud your sin in darkness, 
because the beams of our great God veere never witnesses oi 
your transgressions. 

Cora, They were ! They wtf re 1 This very morning, in pre- 
sence of the Sun, I solemnly embraced Alonzo. 

High Priestess. (Thunderstruck.) Embraced him I 

Cora, Pressed my lips to his. 

High Priestess, Your lips 1 

Cora, My bosom to his. 

High Priestess, Your bosom ! 

Cora. And our God smiled. 

High Priestess, Peace, wretch ! — Go^ hide yourself, ere I 
rrj eat my promised secresy. It is no longer your honour 
to which I attend, but the honour of our order. Go, and 
be it hard or easy to forget him, you shall never see him 
mare. 

Cora. (In a resolute tone,) I will no longer be a priestess 
of the Sun. 

High Priestess. You mui*t. Death alon,' can free yon 
from the service. 



A^ III, Virgin OF THE SUN. ii 

Cora, But if I have done wrong, I am not a proper person 
to serve the Sun,— and if, in my place, I substitute a being 
•pure and void of sin, will not this be acceptable to him, and 
absolve me from my oath ? 

High Priestess, I do not understand you. 

Cora. I will devote to his service the innocent being, 
which I bear beneath my heart. (High Priestess starts-^ 
attempts to speak, but is unable — trembles and supports her- 
self against the nvalL) What can be the matter ? Do you 
understand me? I will devote to the service of our God 
tlie innocent being which I bear beneath my heart. 

High Priestess, {Runs from side to side distraSied.) Idalil 
— Runa ! — Amazili ! — Hither! Hither, ye daughters of 
the Sun ! — Ohi I can no more ! — I shall die I {Sinks upon a 
couch.) 

( Wah*, Amazili, and other <virgins of the Sun, rush into 
the apartment from all sides.) 

AIL {In confusion.) What now? What hns happened? 
^She is in a swoon. — Cora, whit is the matter ? 

Cdra. {^s calm as before.) I don't knov^. 

High Priestess. {Reco'vering.) Haste, ye daughters of the 
Sun I Bar this abandoned being in the darkest dungeon, that 
her odious face may not profane the beams of our great 
God I Your lives, Runa and Odila, depend upon her 
safety till the moment of her trial. Let the rest with all 
their sisters clothe therhselves in deepest mourning, and fol- 
low me to the palace! The Sun is enraged I The 

Gods are roused to anger! Sin rests upon us, and a curse 
upon Peru ! God's avenging arm will reach us ! Haste ! 
Extinguiiih every light throughout the temple, and tear every 
garland. This day shall be no festival— this is a day of la- 
mentation ! Away, to the steps of the throne ! Vengeance, 
vengeance on this abomination ! [ Rushes out. 

Ml. What have you done Cora? Tell us! Tell us I 

Di 
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Cora, I have done nothing wrong. [Exit. 

Alk (Co^fuudfy follo-'wing her.) ^ Take care of her. Your 

lives depend on it.-— {ExtnaUn 

ScENEy a sahonin the King's palace t ivith a state-guard* 
In afnJd moments the Chamberlain e^ers. 

Chamberlain. Open the gates. Let all approach, who 
come on this day's festival, to greet the son of the Sun, and 
attend him to the temple. Soon as the Ynca is arrayed, he 
will himself appear. (Oii/es asigfial'^the centinels open the 
gates.) 

Enter High Priest, Xaira, Alonzo, Juan, se'veral 
priests and courtiers. Compliments are exchanged. Some 
njohisper to each other — some nualk up and do-ivn. Se*¥e* 
ral courtiers gather round M^ Chamberlain. 

Xaira, (To the High Priest.) What do the foreigners 
want here ? 

High Priest, Probably they mean to attend the Ynca » 
when he goes to sacrifice* 

Xaira, By my soul, I like not that foreigners should be 
<pe6lators of our holy rites^-perhaps for the purpose of 
mocking our religion. 

High Priest. Mocking \ That were folly, and I never can 
suspe6l those brave young men of folly. Have you forgot- 
ten that to toon Alonzo we are indebted for our monarch's 
life — that he has made this nation a terror to its neighbours, 
by teaching Us to fight in close-embodied phalanx — nay, 
more, that he has instrufled us in many profitable arts and 
sciences. 

Xaira. Pshaw ! He has increased our wants. We were 
happier without him* 

High Priest, Harsh maul 
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Chamberlain, Hs no one any news for the king ? 

First Courtier. None, except that old Tclasko arrived la$t 
night from the country. 

Second Courtier. He has brought his son Zorai in oider 
to present him to the Ynca. 

Chamherlain, How long n^ay it be since the good old man 
was here before ? 

First Courtier, It must be about two years— when he 
brought his daughter Cora to the house pf stars. 

Alonico, {Much alarmed.) Do you hear, Vclasquci? 
Cora's father is arrived. 

Juan, I heard it. 

Alonxo, And, her brother too. 

Juan, I heard it. 

4lonxo. Oh horror t How will their most unmeaning 
looks torment my conscience ! 

{Martial instruments are heard behind the scenes,) 

Courtiers, The king approaches. 

Enter Atai^iba, with his suitt. AU do homage to him. 

Ataliba, (First turning to the High Priest.) Good old 
man, I much rejoice to see your vigour tl^us despise the load 
tf years. 

High Priest. Beneath such a monarch I grow young 
again. 

Ataliba, What lam, I am becopie through your inftruc- 
tions ; that I never shall forget. (Turning to Xaira.) Well 
Xaira, we have a glorious day* The Gods arc gracious 
to us. 

Xaira. {Scrupulously,) Yet mournful omens have disturbed 
my soul. 

Ataliba* How so? 

D3 
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Xaira, The lamb, which I sacrl£ced at nudnight to the 
Cods, struggled beneath the knife. 

Ataliba, That is very natural, methinks. 
Xaira, And the extni^ed lungs, which when they he^ve 
and quiver, are the tcken of a pR)sppro^s year, lay mor 
tipnless. 

Ataliba. I thank you for the information, but you may 
cpnceal it from my people. (Smiling^ and in a half-ivhisper 
to the High Priest.) We are disturbed enough by tigers, 
why should we be afraid of lambs ? 

High Priest, To the people such, a lamb is far more dread- 
ful than a tiger 1 and the king is bound to consider the 
people's faith. 

Ataliba, Right, good old man. On that foundation, 
Manco Capac ground.ed his dominion. (^Turning to Alon- 
zo.) My dear Alonzo, are you still happy in being among 
us ? 

Alcnzo. As long as Ataliba is happy that I should live 
here. 

Ataliba, That is, as long as Ataliba regards his friend. 
(To Juan. J How fares Don Juan ? What think you of the 
troop, which you are instructing ? 

Juan, They are noble ftllows, Ynca. 

Ataliba. Oh that an everlasting peace would allow me to 
employ their nervous anns at the plough I (Turning to the 
High Priest.) It must now be time to proceed towards the 
temple. 

High Priest. We are ready. 

(The Chamberlain, -jjuho, during this scene , has been called 
away by the centinels, noiv returns ) 

Chamberlain, Sire, Telasko, goveraor of Antis, is arrived, 
and begs to greet the first-born son of the Suri. 

Ataliba, Honest old Telasko ! Admit him. 

Alonzo, (To Juan.) Ob Velasquez ! — My heartr-my 
beart— 



Ail IIL VIR/:iN OF THE SUN. 15 

Juan. Beware lest you betray yourself. 

^/ M^ Chamberlain's signal, thecentinels open the gates, 
an J TtLASKO enters ivit/i Zokai . 

Ataliba. {Meets him and embraces him ivith ^warmth,) 
Welcome, worthy friend! What can have brought thee 
from thy enviable retirement to the bustle of our court ? — A 
seat for the old man ! 

Telasko, Let me stand, good Ynca, let me stand. That 
posture better becomes a petitioner. 

Ataliba. Have you any petition ? Name it. 

Telasko. Two years ago I brought my daughter Cora hi- 
ther, and by her own desire devoted her to the service of our 
God. I felt it sorely I must own, for I had accustomed 
myself to her society. Since my wife's death I have been 
weak and sickly 1 she was always with me, and attended to 
my wants, I could not lose her without tears. This boy 
was then my only treasure. He is become a man — his sister 
serves our God— him I devote to the service of his country. 
To thee, Ynca, I deliver him. My few years are counted. 
Be thou his father when I am no more. I know he will be 
no discredit to thee, for never will he forget, that in his 
veins flows the blood of Yncas. Graciously accept this offer. 
I present to ihec the costliest that I have — I present to thee 
my all. 

Maliba, Be he my own son ! — Approach, young man.— 
(Zorai kneels before him.) Inherit the virtues of thy father, 
and thou shalt inherit his dignity. 

Zorai, Forgive me, if I do not answer. Time alone can 
prove, whether I was worthy to survive this moment. 

Ataliba, Rise I I commit him to your care, Alonzo. 
Teach him at your side to fight and conquer. 

Alonzo, {Confused,} Ynca, I will endeavour— to gaii^ his 
confidence. 

D4. 
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^elarh. (To Alonzo.) Art thou the hero, in whom a 
grateful nation blesses the preserver of its monarch ? Oh let 
me clasp thee in these aged arms. {Embracer him,) Thy 
renown, great man, dwells with us on our distant mountains. 
Our children's children lisp thy name. Happy is my son 
that thou art his instructor ! 

Alonzo, (^Extremely confused and agitated,) He shall be 
my brother. 

Telasko, (To the King.) Ynca, thou hast sweetened my 
dying hour, I thank thee. 

( The march is again heard behind the scenes ) 

Ataliba, To tlje temple ? Come, Telasko, walk at my 
right hand, and when thou feclest fatigued, I will support 
thee. Many a time hasr thou supported me. 

Telasko. Blessings on thee, best of Yncas. 

(As they are goings the music suddenly ceases,) 

Ataliba. {Starting.) What means that ? 

(Chamberlain rushes in, trembling and out of breath ) 

Chamberlain. Sire, the High Priestess of the Sun ap- 
proaches with a numerous train, clothed in mourning. 
Their piteous moans pierce to the very soul. In silent tremor 
all the people follow, and dread some great calamity. 

(The liihole assembly is in consternation Ataliba excepted.) 

Ataliba. {^Composedly gi'ves a signal to the Chamberlain.) 
Condu^ them hither. 

Alonzo. {To Juan.) Heavens! — Velasquez I What can 
this mean ? 

Juan, Pshaw I I believe you tremble. 

The doors open* Enter High Priestess, at the head of 
the 'virgins, 'veiled and bending fofijoard. While the 
procession approaches, cH stand in silent anxious expec- 
tation. * 

High Priestess, (Throws her veil violently back,} Woq I 
Woe I Wee be unto them ! 
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Ataliba, (^Semenjohat startled,) Unfo whom ? 

^tgh Prigst€ss. The temple is polluted— the altars arc 
defiled— the holy lamp is extinguished. Woe be unto 
them ! 

Ataliba. Name tlie trart^ressors, that tile revenge of Hea» 
Ven may be mine. 

High Priestess. Son of the Sun ! Let the festive song be 
heard no more '. Let the garlands be torn from the tempk» 
and the fillets from the lamb for sacrifice. This day shaH 
be no festival ! Let our song be lamentation, and our gar- 
ments mourning ! A viper with its poison has defiled the 
house of stars. A virgin of the Sun has broken the oath of 
chastity. {Fauses^-All shudder — Alonzo is thunderstruck. 
She proceeds,) Woe be unto Coi*a ! {At this name , aery 
of affli£iion escapes the King, — Old Telasko props his trem^ 
hling frame upon his stick, Zorai, O'verpowoered loitk shame ^ 
hides his face <with both hands, Alonzo is sinking, but is 
supported by Juan. . A confused noise pervades the rest of 
the assembly. High Priestess proceeds.) Vengeance, ven- 
geance on the murderer of virtue ! Vengeance pn the liber- 
tine, who has abused the laws of hospitality, and seduced 
the wives of our God ! Woe be unto Alonzo ! (The King is 
still more alarmed, Alonzo stands 'with doijoneast eyes^ and 
cheeks pale as deaths nvhile e'very one attentively observes 
him, Telasko quivers, and gazes vacantly around him. 
High Priestess /ror^^^x. J, First born son of the Sun I— Image 
of our God on earth — here do I stand, and demand of thee 
ample and bloody retribution. 

Ataliba, {JVith gloomy reluSfance,) Thou shalt have it. 

High Priestess, Death and infamy are the lot of both the 
criminals, death and infamy the lot of Cora's race ! 

(Telasko gfiashes his teeth, mutters the voord *« Infamy^'' 
and falls, Zoral throvos himself upon his father,) 

Ataliba, Merciful heavens! — Assist the poor old mart! 
(Courtiers raise Telasko. — High Priestess is about to proceed^ 
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when the King gi<vet hear a signal to he silent. ) Enough , ye 
pious virgins ! I know my duty, and (hall do what Man- 
co's laws enjoin. I ask not you, Alonzo, whether thi« 
charge be just. The confession may be read upon your 
dvath-pale cheeks. You are lost. Had you roused my 
people to rebellion, and robbed me of half my kingdom, I 
would have offered you my hand and said : ** You once 
saved my life, and with pleasure shall you share my territo- 
ries — but — here I cease to be a king, and the friend must be 
mute. You are lost — I cannot save you. (/« a tone of arir 
guish.) Oh Alonzo ! What have you done ? 

Alonxo, Let me die ! — All the kindness which I have ex- 
perienced in your land, I have rewsu'ded with ingratitude. Let 
me die, (FaUlrjig at the King^s feet) but rescue Cora. She 
is innocent. I alone, I, the seducer, a^ guilty. 

Ataliba, Risei My powpr is limited, and most plosely 
on the side which borders on religion. (He stands for a mo-- 
ment in melancholy refle^ion^ and contending ijuith his feelings 
'—then turns atuay his face,) Guards I Put him in irons I 
(To the High Priest.) Assemble your priests in the court 
of the temple, and pass sentence on the criminals according 
to our sacred laws and customs — Before the Sun has sunk 
into the sea, let me be summoned to ratify their sentence* 
(Going.) 

JCaira* Ynca, it will be necessary to secure the father and 
the brother. 

Ataliba. That poor old man ! Alas I He cannot escape. 

Xaira, The brother at least. 

Ataliba. Do so, then. Oh ! What a mournful station 

tias a king, when he is forced to punish ! CGo^j— Xaira at* 
tends i nvhile Zorai is chained.) 

High Priestess, (To the High Priest.) Rise, thou first 
servant of our God ! A4*^ wings to our revenge, that even 
to night the Sun's last beams may shine upon the grave which 
has swallowed Cora I Away, ye daughters of the Sun I 
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Writhe yourselves in prayer. — wa^h the altars with your 
tears, and hide your blushing cheeks in sevenfold veils, till 
vengeance has erased the infamy with which our order has 
been branded by this impious foreigner. 

[^Exit, tjuith the Virgins, 

High Priest. {Aside,) Poor Rolla I [Exit. 

. Xaira. (To same other Priests.) Go through the northiern 
g;ate, until, behind the walls, you find a barren spot— There 
prepare the vault- 

Telasko, And first throw me into it. \^Exit, Priests. 

Xaira, (To the Centinels,) Lead the prisoners away. 

Alonzo. (To y^an.) Farcwel, Velasquez ! When you re- 
turn into our native country, greet my mother — but conceal 
from her my mournful end. 

Telasko, (Seized by the Centinels,) Whither will you lead 
me? '. 

Alonzo. Alas ! This poor old man, Velasquez— this mi- 
serable poor old man— — 

Telasko, Give me my daughter ! Give me my daughter ! 

Xaira. Away with them all I 

Telasko. (As they condu^ him aiuay.) Give mc ray 
daughter ! Give mc my daughter I 
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ACT. IV. 



Scene f A desert place 'without the ^idls of the tethpte, Fouv^ 
Priests are digging a gra've^ and singing a solemn ck^^ 
ruSi during the first stanza ofixjhick^ Rolla affeas, 

Ckorus 0f Priests. 
Prepare, pMpare 4ie hartet's grave, 
Let each assist with ready hand. 
Oh may her fate our country sare, * 
And heaven be gracious to the land \ 
Mia. {Starting.) What means this \ 

CAorus of Priests, 
AccursM be her devoted h?ad. 
And may the thousand tongues of I'anie 
Thro^ ev^ry diftant land be spread. 
With Infamy to brand her name. 
Rolla. Whose name ?— Speak H— Answer me. 
A Priest. Begone from this place. It is cursed for Corals 
sake. 

Rolla. Curse on thyself, infernal liar \ What art then 
doing f Speak I What means this grave ? 

Chorus of Priests. 
Away ? The grave's prepared. Away f 
Lead Cora to deserved death. 
Here shall she, far from nnan and day. 
In lingering torments yield her breath. 
Rolla. Ye Gods! A mountain falls upon mc. (Priesfe 
colleSl their tools ^ and prepare to lea've the place,) Speak, 
hard-hearted men ! Speak, speak ! It is RoUa who begs— 
KoUa begs ! That yow ncvex knew before. What is all 
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this ? What means this grave, and your ill-boiing so»g ?— 
(T'he Priests are going, Rolla stamps ^violently,) Hold 1 
Speak, or TU seize you. (T^e Priests ^«. Js he is attempt- 
ing te/olImKf them, he encounters Diego, nvho is sobbing bit^ 
t£rly.) Hat— I know ^ee. Thpu wert presentt'^What 
has happened, since thy master left me ? 

Diego, Oh ! — My poor unfortunate m^is^r'^-'^is in chams* 

Rolla. And Cora ? Cora ? 

Diego, She probably shares the same fate,— pon Ju«n 
must know nnire — he was present— 

Rolla, ' Don Juan \ — Thanks for the name ! Where \M 
he ? Away ! away ! Seek him this instant. Send him t* 
me here '.—Away 1 away \ Rvery morawit is precious. 

[^Exit Diego* 
I bum to know all— >4Uid tremble to know all. Anguisk 
and terror have robbed me of my breath .•» Where can I iind 
my uncle ? (As he is going he meets tke High Priest.) Ha ! 
There he is !— Ves or no?— True or false ?— 

High Priest, Your words I do not understand ; but the 
Wildness of your looks too well.— (^iM a sigh.) All true. 

RoUa. (Pointing to the gra've.) And this ?— 

High Priest. (Turning a^way.) Oh !-— — 

R^Ua. Gape, then, earth — swallow thy rocks and woods t 
Ye mountains, towering all around me, belch forth the fire 
of hell into the valleys— ^that all may perish— every blade of 
grass may wither, and this our world be one chaotic confla- 
gration ! Rise, ye horrors of the elements ! Surround me 
howling blasts and roaring thunder, that I may breathe 
more freely— that my voice may vie with your's, and my 
arm murder quicker than your lightning. 

High Priest, For Heaven^s sake — Rolla I— 

Rolla, (After a pause.) No* she shall not die. Sooner 
shall the temple become a desert ! — Believe me, uncle, she 
5,hall net die. — You may say: ** This grave is ready/' Ha! 
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Ha ! Ha I— This grave is ready ; but is not Rolla still 
alive ? 

High Priest, Your looks are horrible. 

Rolla, First make Rolla's grave! First must he be 
stretched upon the earth, and not a vein must move, or on« 
small muscle struggle. Examine wdl, too, whether he be 
really dead. For know, uncle, as long as I retain one 
spark of life — as long as I can clench this fist— none shall 
dare to lay a hand on Cora. I'll murder the priests— your- 
self— the king. 

High Priest, Madman I And will you brave the Gods 
^s well as men ? 

RoUa, Tht GoA%\ Oh no! They think like me. Their 
thunderbolts are in my hand. Their buckler is before my 
'breast. Short-sighted mortal I Love is the brightest, warm- 
est beam of our great God : It opens alike the rose-bud and 
the heart of man. Wretched is he, who leads an oyster's 
life in some cold corner, and has never felt this beam ! — Cora 
IS still more amiable since she loved. She was compelled to 
love ; for the Gods could not leave their master-piece un- 
finished. And a man without love — what is he ? A lamp 
without light. An eye without the faculty of seeing. But 
indeed, good uncle, ycu Cannot understand all this. 

High Priest, Rolla, you wrong me. 
^ Rolla, Wrong you ! If you feel that heavenly sensation, 
love, how can Cora's condemnation proceed from your lips I 

High Priest, Cora's condemnation does proceed from my 

lips. 

Rolla, Not from your heart. 

High Priest, Not from my heart. 

Rolla, Then, come into my arms ! You are a man. But 
why do you stand idly there ? Save her I 

High Priest. I cannot. 

Rolla. Courage I Dear uncle ! Courage ! Your hoary 
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locks and mild persuasion^ with my sword and God''s as- 
sistaiice, cannot fail to save her. 

High Priest, Alas, young man ! Your ardour makes you 
blind to those steep cliffs which lie before us. 
Rolla. I feel strong enough to climb them. 
High Priest, The laws of all our ancestors — the customs 

of whole centuries 

Rolla, Nature is older. 
High Priest, But not more powerful. 
Rolla, Evasion. 

High Priest. If by my few remaining years I could save 
Cora's life, stedfaStly would I step into the chasm. 
- Rolla, Gabblf ! 

High Priest, And what then is this tear \ 
Rolla* Hypocrisy I Why talk, when you may a6l ? 
High Priest, What can I do for her ? 
Rolla. (^Raising his hands to-uoards hea'ven.') Then save 
her thou, oh my father ! Suffer not the most perfeft of cre- 
ation thvs to perish ! Oh save her in despite of these unfeel- 
ing priests I But hew could I expecl: a heart in such 
a shell ? It may not beat beneath that garb. 
High Priest, Oh Rolla I Rolla ! 

RoHa. Your fathers and mothers have carefully instru6led 
you to tear up by the roots each flower, which grows 
around you, and murder every bird which falls in,to your 
hands. He who can best do this will one day be High 
Priest. 

High Priest. Rolla ! That from your mouth ! 
Rolla. All the feelings of your hearts are centred in your 
own gross persons. To you beauty is a blunted arrow, and 
love a fabulous absurdity. For the sufferings of a fellow 
creature you can slirug your slioulders. But never does a 
voluntary tear of pity start into your eyi^s. The world inuv 
go to wrack, as long as you can riot in luxury. 
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H^h Priest* Young roan, I am compelled to answer. I 
shall speak, and you will be ashamed. 

R(dld, Yes. Speak ! Speak I That you can do. 

High Priest, Learn then to curb your tongue, when art 
old man addresses you ; and if you pay no reverence to my 
age, pay reverence, at least, to my mUfortunes. Am I a 
priest by choice ? Our Ynca's nearest relative is bom High 
Priest. Had you but known me half a century since, I was 
a bold and fiery youth, more eager far to wield the fauichion^ 
thkiUh^ knife of sacrifice. Is it my fault that tf^ayward 
chance has placed me at the altar of the Sun, to be a slaugh- 
terer of doves, and an interpreter of dreams ? Believe me^ 
few among us fill their proper station, and fewest where the 
station is allotted by their birth. 

RoUa, {Coldly und forced J) If I have said too much« 
forgive me. 

High Priest. A thousand times would I have cast from 
me this dignity, which you have used as a reproach, for it 
has caused the sufferings of forty years.— -In truth, young 
man, I will no longer bear that frown upon your brow— ? 
that cold disdain in every look. Thou only one^ on whom 
my soul still hangs — thou only one, whose a€e6lion I wish 
to gain — listen to my mournful story. Alas ! It is too like 
thine own* My sorrows, also, are sorrows of the heart. 
My sufferings also are the sufferings of a hopeless passion* 
I also once loved a virgin of the Sun. 

Kolla, {Astonished.) How!— 

High Priest. As High Priest of the temple, I was allowed 
free entrance to the house of stars. Daily did my eye dwell 
Upon the garden, where here and there a bud disclosed itself. 
This was long an entertainment to me $ but my heart had 
no share in it, till Zulma beamed among her sisttrs, an 
image t>f the God whom she adored. I saw her often, saw 
her with pleasure, and yet knew not why. I cast a look 
into my heart, and was alarmed. She also might have read 



A^ jy. VIRGIN OF THE 8VN. €5 

what passed therein \ for she began to shun me, though I 
perceived it was against her inclination* I wished not to 
put her virtue to a trial> and shumied her also. Tormented 
as we were by hopeless love, our cheeks grew pale and wan $ 
our eyes languid and hollow. Her weaker frame first felt 

the shock. — She — struggled with death, and I You seem 

afrea«;d I 

RoUa^ (Turns ofway his faccy and offers his hand,) I 
wronged you— I am ashamed. — Proceed, good uncle. — She 
died? 

High Priest, I hastened to assist her. Day and night 1 
climbed the craggy rocks, and searched through caves and 
woods for salutary herbs. I sent for the oldest priests 
throughout the kingdom, who were famed for their skill in 
plants, and — Zukna recovered. Grateful she sank into 
my arms— We understood each other well, and wept. (Mitch 
ffiU'ved,) See,-^ld as I am, how this agitates me even 
now !— 

Rclla, (Embracing him.) Good, dear, best uncle! 
High Priest, Hear the sequel of my story. The fire of 
love, so long suppressed, now burst into a flame so wild^ 
that reason and our dutv l^d no more control. We forgot 

ourselves— Zulma became a mother — and she bore 1^^ 

>f^^— (RoUa starts t and gazes intently at the High Priest, 
mjho stretches out Ms arms,) Thou art my son. 

RoUa. (In great imitation.) Old man, you mock me« 
High Priest, Thou art ray son. 

RoUa, (Bursts speechless into his arms. — A pause, — Hi 
tears himself suddenly anxjoy, — In a rapid tone,) Is my mo- 
ther still alive ? 

High Priest, (Gazing ioivards heaven.) She is looking 
upon us, from above. ( Rolla^s arms and head sink do-ivn — 
tears stand in his eyes^ ^which are ri*veted upon the earth,} 
You will now perceive what anguish your reproaches ha«c 
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infli£led on your father. You tvill now perceive why I have 
hung upon you, followed you to every place, fofced myself 
into conversation, and often jbome ill-treatment from you. 
You will now perceive the cause of my afHiclion when you 
marched to battle, and of my joy when you returned tri- 
umphant. 

KoUa, (Pressing him to his heart,) And is there one> 
then, who has rejoiced in my success ? — Oh my father !— 
How new to me is this name*— and this sen'^ation I — Oft, 
when at the head of our troops, I have received your priestly 
benedi<5lion, and have felt your trembling hand— —had I 
but known why it thus trembled-* had I but known it was 
a father's benediction '.-•Oh! why have you so long con- 
cealed yourself from a heart devoid of every joy ? 

High Priest, Who could trust the wildness of your youth- 
ful ardour ? 

RoUa, But— all is as yet mysterious. Tear the veil en- 
tirely from my eyes. 

High Priest, What never was and never will be possible 
t^ any one was to the High Priest possible. The story of 
yoin: mother was concealed. Soon as you were born, I sent 
you to the people of Ibara\)ii our borders, whose governor 
was my brother. You were educated as his son, and when 
he died, were still a boy. His death afforded me a good 
pretext to bring you from* that rude unpolished nation, to 
the court of Quito, where you might be under the direftion 
of your uncle. As far as was possible without creating 
suspicion, I myself educated you. A year before this 
time, your mother had departed to the place of rest j yet I 
still drag along a burdensome existence. 

RoUa, Burdensome : — And you have a son ?— Till now I 
thought myself completely wretched 5 but when I again 
complain, may I be called a villaJh / for, I have a father. 
—Yes, I am reconciled to this world. . You and I nevet 
cam be really happy j yet a tolerable life, sweetened by 
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many a joyful hour, I promise you. Hear how my fssmcy 
paints the pleasing pi6lure. Cora and Alonzo shaU fly 5 
we will attend them. I will conduct you far away, to a 
good friend, who, for my sake, will be the friend of all. 
There will we live together, and if ever Cora's caresses or 
Alonzo's happiness affeft my heart too much, I will give 
you a signal. We can quit the lovers, sit down before the 
hut, and you shall relate to me the story of my mother. 

High Priest, You forget, RoUa, that flight is impossible. 
—Both are in chains — both guarded by a thousand eyes — 
and in a few short hours the priests will pass their sentence. 
—Oh ! do not thus deceive yourself. Cora is past re- 
demption lost. 

RoUa, No, my father. You must save her — indeed 
you must. — Are you not High Priest, and chief of all her 
judges ? 

High Priest, What will my single voice avail against a 
multitude ? — Already do I hear that boisterous zealot, Xaira I 
Bawl to the whirlwind till you lose your voice, stiil will its 
fury sweep away the plant. 

RoUa. You will then at least have done your duty — to 
God and to my sword consign the rest. — Oh think, my 
father, when the murdered Cora meets my mother with these 
words : " I am a virgin of the Sun, condemned to die by 
the High Priest, and his tribe, because I loved*' — — 

High Priest, Why torture me, my son ? Willingly will 
I do all t can — speak — beg — use eveiy effort of which a 
weak old man is capable {fVith a sigh.) The hour of trial 
approaches. 

RoUa. Haste then ! Keep your word I Do all you can. 
My life depends on Cora's. But if all your efforts fail, you 
shall find that I mean-while have not be^en idle. Go ! 

High Priest, {Mournfully presenting his hand.) Oh may 
we both be happier when we meet again! Farcwel ! [^Exit, 



H^LLA, OH THB AS J$^. 

KnHta. {After apauM,) Good old man I Thou know*9t 
not what is brooding here. I expe£l but little from thy 
rhetoric. — Force! Force is the only true convi^ion.— 
Where can this Juan be ? Would he were here, that he 
might lay his hand in mine, and imbibe a portion of my 
fire ! I will save her. I must save her.— My mother 
was a virgin of the Sun^-^-and Corals rescue shaH be v«>n« 
geance for my mother's death.-^Oh, if I were not roused by 
such a thought, my soul must be composed of that eternal 
snow, which covers the Cordilleras 1— — 

Enttr Juan* 

Welcome ! I was waiting for thee. 

Juan. Here I am. Thy will ? 

Rolla, Art thou bold enough to risk thy life for a frienil ? 

Juan, If it can be of any use, why not ? 

Rolla. Give me thy hand. 

Jmin. Here it is. 

Rolla. Cora and Alonzo are lost. 

Juan. Too true ! 

Rolla. We must assist them. 

Juan. If we can. 

Rolla. A bold stioke— a rash enterprise— 

Juan. With all my heart-*iet it not be a crime, and I am 
>eady» 

Rolla* Crime! Is it a greater crime to cna6l a law, 
which is inhuman, or to annul it ? 

Juan, 'llie latter is a virtue. 

Rolla. Which we will praftise. 

Juan. We ! — Have we a right to do so ? This virtue 
can only be pra6Used by the king* 

Rolla. We will advise the king.— 

Juan. That we will. 

Rolla, With sword in haad. 
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Jusm^ Siich advice would b« r^bellu^t 

RoUa, What is the name, if tiie deed be but good ? 

Juan, Ataliba received me hospitably ; and is piy bene- 

Rolla, Thy friend is in tlatiger. 
yuan, I shall commit no crime to save him. 
Rolia. But if I promise that Ataliba and his servants shall 
not be hurt, — that our conquest shall be gained through fear ? 
——I was once a chief— the army still reveres me j for it 
has often conquered under my command, and in the field 
the meanest was my brother. To thy care, too, the king has 
entrusted a warlike troop. At the signal, all, who bes^r 
arms, will gather round us. — For ourselves w# have nothing 
to demand. Sacred to us is the throne, sacred the life and 
property of every individual. Our only claim is liberty for 
pora and Alonzo !— 

Juan, Noble Rolla ! I^ove has dazzled thine eyes. Per- 
haps, for the first time in thy life, thou art harbouring a bad 
intention. 

RoUa, I have no ears for all thy frivolous morality. Vir- 
tue is a play-thing, when no other passions force their way. 

Juan. Enough ! The more difficult the conquest, the more 
glorious I 

RoUa, No! No! No! Nothing will 1 feel but Cora's 
danger! Nothing will I hear but Cora's suppliant voice I— 
Look ! This is Cora''s grave ! — Icy being! |<pok ! — ^This is 
Cora's gravel — t— But, what hast thou to do with Cora ?. 
{^Snatch^s ifis hand,) Haste then ! Hast^ to the scaf- 
fold which is ready for thy friend ! And if thine heart wift 
even then allpw thy head to moralize — if even then my an- 
guish — my rage will not inspire thee— I will fori>ake thee, 
and hie to the grave ofnny dear mother. When I first cast 
my eye upon it > when I see the grass shaken by the wind^ 



70 ROLLA, OR THE ' A^ J^. 

thy frigid maxims %nll at once vanish from my rccolfeflioxi. 
Away ! Away I (Drags Juan after Mm,) 

Scene changes to the] court of the terf^le, Xaira is duc9^ 
*veredin conversation luith several other Priests. 

, Xaira. He tarries long.— 

First Priest, Very long. 

Second Priest. It is past mid-day. 

Xaira. What can the king want with him > 

First Priest. The messenger knew nothing of the matter. 

Second Priest. Except that he wished to sec the High 
Priest, before sentence was passed upon Cora. 

Xaira. It is strange ! 

First Priest. The messenger seemed to be in great haste. 

Xaira. Probably, then, a discussion of our sentence ! 
Alas ! My friends I I fear this Ynca will be backward in 
fulfilling the vengeance of the Gods. — Even this very morn- 
ing — how hard he seemed to think it that Zorai should be 
chained-*how compassionately he gazed upon the impious 
Spaniard, and even condescended to converse with him !— 
Oh ! His father was another man. 

First Priest. He was indeed. 

Second Priest. He spared no sacrifice. 

Third Priest. He trembled, when he entered the temple, 

jy^/V^. He revered our wisdom. 

First Priest » And our near connexion with the Gods. 

Xaira. He cast his eyes fearfully upon the earth, where 
his son boldly smiles. But who is to blame ? His instru6lor^ 
his adviser — in short — our High Priest. I shall say no more. 
This is not a proper time or place, but I know his principles. 
Mark only 

First Priest. (Interrupting him.) He comes. 

Xaira. At last! — (Enter High Priest. J We were 
anxiously expefting you. 
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High Priest, The Ynca sent for me* . 

Xaira. Is your conversation no secret to us ? 

High Priest, Oh no! The king commaods die judges 
of Cora and Alonzo, to examine well, whether both have , 
equally been criminal, — whether one has not seduced the 
other.— 

Xaira, {Hastily ifiterruptiug Mm,) Well— and suppose 
that were the case ? 

High Priest, Then must we punish the seducer, and par- 
don the seduced. 

Xaira, Dare I trust my eai's ? Has the king said this, ami 
dares the High Priest of the Sun repeat it ? 

High Priest, Why not ? 

Xaira, The transgressors of the law shall suffer both-^ 
thus speaks our God. 

High Priest, Did you ever hear our God speak ? Did he 
not speak through our first Ynca ? 

Xaira, That is immaterial. 

High Priest, True. The Ynca is an unsge of the God- 
head upon earth — but the last Ynca as well as the first, antl 
where the ancestor has foimd, among unpoli^d people, 
that severity was necessary, the successor may at least abate 
it. 

Xaira, (In a tone of derision,) Why not at once releaie 
them? 

High Priest, I confess the king was much inclined to if. 
But the welfare of his people claims an example. 

Xaira, It does— and what example ? ** The guilty shall 
die,'"' — Seducer and seduced ! Will they not both declare 
their innocence? Will they not alternately accuse each 
4>thcr ? 
I High Priest. (Shrugging his shoulders,) Most probably ! 

Xaira, And our sentence then i 

High priest* Of that hereafter. Our duty now coJU- 
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nnmdsus to obey the Ynca. Let Cora and Alonjo be com- 
dufted hither. {AVtkstgoes,) 

Xdira. No, my conscience shall not be stained even to 
oblige the Ynca. Both are guilty. Both shall die. Sedu- 
ced or not seduced is here alike. It shall be said even to tho 
king before his face — it shall be bellowed in the ears of all 
the people. If the Ynca no k>nger dread the Gods, let him 
dread his subje6ls. — 

High driest. Xaira, beware. Conscience is his kw, and 
also thine. We'bhall pass sentence upon Cora and Alonzo j 
bat forget hot, that God will hereafter pass sentence upon u». 
Enough ! Take ydur places. 

High Priest stands in ike centre, Xai^a at Ms right 
hand, and the rest of the Priests on each side,)— Enter 
Cora and Alonzo from different sides. Both are 
guarded and in chains, Co%h is deprived ^f the fiery beU 
and image of the Sun, *which hung at her bosom. 

Cora, {With unrestrained affe^on.) My Alonzo'. 

• Jhnzo, Heavens! My Cora too in chains ! 

Cora, Do not be unhappy. We ^lall die together, 

jilonzo. And I— am thy murderer. 

Xarra. Peace! 

High Priest. (Solemnly yet mildly.) We, the servants and 
delegates of God, perforttiers of his holy will, are here as- 
sembled, to judge and to pass sentence upon Cora, daughter. 

of Telasko, and Alonzo, the Spaniard. Send down 

thy beams into our hearts, oh thou our father, who, with a 
singte fook surveyest all creation ! Thwi hast appointed us 
to judge of life and death, honour and infamy. Oh pcne^ 
trate into our inmost thoughts, that no partiality, no self- 
interest, no revenge may guide us ! (Kneels down, and nvitk 
him all the Priests.) Wc swear to judge according to thy 
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laws, Oh Sup, announced to us by Manco Capac ! We srvear 
to judge with mercy, if the poiktion of thy temple will al- 
low the exercise of mercy. We swear, that if it please 
thee on this day, or on the morrow, to call us, thy senrams, 
to thee, we will render up account of this solemn hour» 

AU Priests . We swear I — - ( T/iey rise,) 

High Priest, Cora, hast thou broken thine oath ? 

Cora, I have. 

High Priest. Dost thou know this youth ? 

Cora, He is my husband. 

Higk Priest, Alonzo, dost thou know this girl ? 

Alonxo, She is my wife. 

Xaira, You are guilty, and must die* 

High Priest, Before we pass the bloody sentencej a plea-* 
sant duty is imposed on me.— In the king's name, I pardon 
him or her, who was the viftim of seduction. Atallba, soft 
of the sun, beneath whose sway the realms of Quito prosper, 
requires of you an upright, frank confession. Who is tht 
^ducer ? Who is the seduced ? 

Cora, I seduced him. -^ 

Alonzo, I seduced her.— 5 ^*<?^'^*^* 

Cora, (With anxious haste,) Don't believe him. It is 
false. 

Alonzo. (^hs same.) Don't believe her. She deceives 
you. 

{fthty both speak mery rapidly aft& eath other ^ 

Cora, I — I alone am to blame. 

Alonzo, Condemn me to die. 
' Cora. Acquit him ? Release him ! 

Alonxo, Have compassion on a poor weak girl— attd let 
the man atone for his transgressions ! 

Cora. No! No! No! 

(High Priest is much mo<ved^ and averts his fate,) 

Xaira, Silence ! — Who can discover truth in this ttft^n* 
sipn } Make you| confessions sfcpamtcljr. 
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High Priest, Peace, Alonzo !-^Cora, speak. 

Cora. When I, for the first time, in the temple, saw this 
youth, I always loitered where he stood, and seemed to be 
engaged an something near him. I pushed^my veil aside as 
often as [ passed him, and my glowing looks demanded his 
affe^ion. 

Alonzo. {Hastily interrupting her,) False! False! She 
cast her eyes upon the ground. 

Cora, My burning cheeks — my love- confessing eyes, 
emboldened him. He sprung over our walls } yet aflfrighted 
at the deed, although scarce perpetrated, he wished to return, 
without having seen me. I espied him from a distance : / 
should have fled— -to me all intercoui-se with him was by our 
laws prohibited I not so to him ail intercourse with me. But 
I did not fly^ I called — made signs to him. — He stood irre- 
solute, and trembling, till I hastened to him, threw my arms 
around his neck, and pressed my lips to his. He wished to 
go— I detained him. He intended never to return — I per- 
suaded him. He described the danger — I appeased him. 
Condemn me, me only, upright judges — I seduced him. 

Alonzo, Nature at once declares thy self-accusation to be 
&lse. Bashfuhiess is beauty's sister. Man declares his 
love : woman returns it. Was it not I, who, for the first 
time, in the temple, cast my impious eye upon thee ! Was 
It not I, whose wanton looks suffused thy cheeks with 
blushes, and banished thy repose ? Who dared, regardless 
both of Gods and men, to climb the templets walls ? Was 
I invited ? Wert thou privy to the sacrilegious transaflion ? 
Didst thou not ^^rt when I first caught thine eye ? Did I 
iV>t fall at thy feet, and hold thee fast ?— Oh ! Why say 
so much ? You, judges, know mankind. Of course I was 
the seducer. 

Cora, Spare him ! spare him ! He saved the Ynca^s 
Ufe, and he is innocent. 

Alonzo, She knows not what she says, I am guilty.-— 
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Cora. Can I not prove that I alone am guilty ? He re- 
pents his crime— I do not— I glory in my guilt, and here- 
in presence of the Gods— in presence of you all (^Kushes 

to Alonzo.) I embrace him as my husband.— See ! How 
alarmed he is !— He tries to extricate himself— It is I, who 
clasp him. 

Alonzo. Cora, I beseech — 

Cora. Hear how he admonishes, and tries to shun me ! 
He always did so, but I would not follow his advice— I 
would not obey him, but dragged him with me to destruc- 
tion. 

Xaira. Audacious wretch I— Tear them asunder ! 

Cora, (Returns to her placebos composed as before.) I^OY!^ 
pass sentence. 

Xaira, I shudder. 

High Priest, Lead them away. 

Alonzo. {Stretching his arms towards her.) Farewell I 

Cora. (Smiling,) We soon shall meet again. / 

Xaira. At the hour of death. 

Cora. So much the better. To the last hour below, a 
higher power has joined the first of a far happier life. 

Xaira, Lead them away I 

Alonzo. Farewell I I 

Cora. (In a mournful and affeSionate tone.) With a tear 
we part«-but with a smile shall we meet above. 

[^Exeunt Cora and Alon^, guarded.^ 

Xaira. Needs there more ?— My decree is death— death 
upon both ! 

High Priest. (Sorro^wfully.) Follow me to the altar of 
the temple. Sacrifice to the Gods, and ponder in your hearts 
what you have seen and heard. Then let us pass sentence 
a&men upon men. 

END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT. V. 



Stettty the inside of the temple. ^^n the batk ground em image 
afthe Sun upon on akar, to *vohiek a^ eevtral stefs. The 
High Priest^ Xaira, emdse*vgral other Priests Mft 
disc9'vered-^the latter etigaged behind in sacri/ue. 

High Priest. (^Leading Xzirz for^ward,) Xaira, another 
word, ere by any rash dfccisioft we profane out holy office. 
Are ive lipt ministers of heavenly mercy ? 

Xaira, Yes — and of heavenly vengeance. 

High Priest, Not so. Let the people believe it. The 
injured only can revenge himself, and God never can be in- 
jured. We, who ate initiated in the mysteries of a pure doc- 
trine,— we, v^ho bend the knee to aft invisible Cfeator, may 
surely speak a word in confidence. 

Xaira. Tb ifVhat purpose > Why at this hour ? 

High Priest, Because to us this single hour may at sotat 
future period be spun out to years of misery. 

Xaira. I am guided by convifti'on. 

High Priest, It eaftnot be. God created man % Iveak frail 
being— such roust be your and my conviftion. Imperftft i^ 
diis earth, and all that dwells thereon. God, who can en- 
dure the tiger, which devours the harmless lamb, will he not 
endure a poor weak man, who but obeys the voice of nature ? 

Xaira. But we destroy the tiger, and db right— we pu- 
nish man for weakness, and do right. 

High Priest. 1 grant that if his weakness be pernicious to 
the state— 

Xaira. And is not that tho ^restnt case ! 

High Priest, No. 

Xaira, No ! 
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Higk PrUft. No. No.-^Vou yovnelf spoke but of the 
y«ngeancc of th« Gods. 

Xaira, Can you plead for that abandosed lil»» vkkk 
irvould ensue from our negle6l ? 

High Frmt. At the rise of a clear spriag, wc littktkink 
upon the mire which may afterwards be carried wi^ k. I 
beseech thee, Xaira> let us be tirue to our vocation. Let us 
cesemble him whom we adore $ whose beams spread life and 
warmth through uniipersal nature. Let us declare Cora to be 
innocent. The king may then a£^ as seems right to kim. if 
he reje6l our sentence^ we iKaU stil have done our dtity, and 
the poor victims, widi their latest breatk, will thank ¥S for 
our good intention. 

Xmra, Why say all this to me ? You speak as if ob me 
alone depended the decision. Are not you High Priest ?— 
Are not you required by your office to describe the case in 
sui assembly of the priests ? I then have but one voice. 

High Priest, Alas ! Full well thou knowest that I am 
not allowed to varnish my description. It must be una- 
dorned and simple. True it is^ Xaira,. thou hast but one 
voice. Buty thou art now the eldest, and, at my death, wilt 
fill my office. All the younger priests look up to thee, iQ- 
dining whither thou inclinest. 

Xenra, Likely enough I Yet not so the Ynca. It is stiU 
in his power to pardon. 

High Priest. Mockery! For whole centuries every Ynct 
has confirmed the sentence of the priests. Will not Ataliba 
follow the steps of his forefathers ? 

Xaira, Enough ! It is not thy duty to extort my sentence. 
It is not mine longer to listen to thee. {Goi»g,) 

High Priest, {Incensed,) I have done my duty ! Their 
blood be on thy head I 

Xaira, (IHth deliberate coldness,) Their blood be on my 
heaH. 
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High Priest. Hither, y« priests ! {Vnt%n gatherround ^im 
aside,) Oh ! I already read their sentence in their mien I 
(Endeavours to collet hitsuelf,) You know the crime and 
criminals.— Decide !-— 

Xaira. What says the law ? (High Priest is silent.) I 
ask thee— what says the law ? 

High Priest. (After some contention^ and in a loiv 'voice,) 
Death. 

Xaira, {With a lotsd but solemn 'voice*) The law pro- 
nounces death on Cora and Alonzo. 

All. Death. (Apause.) 

High Priest, (In a resolute tone.) I oppose your bloody 
sentence. My voice pronouhces pardon, I feel that I, like 
them, am but a man. — Look into your bosoms, brethren • 
Try your hearts, and if they gently whisper to you pardon-^ 
join me in loudly calling pardon ! 

Xaira. {Coldly.) What sentence does the law pronounce ? 
Death upon Cora and Alonzo. 

All, Death. 

High Priest, As you will. ^Thou seest me, unknown 

God ! Thou seest my hands untainted with this blood.— 
Bring forth the hapless vi6liras of mistaken zeal. 

[Exeunt t'wo Priests, on different sides ^ 
Place the sword, and the fresh broken branch of palm upon 
the altar. {They obey.) ThoM^ Xaira, follow me to Ataliba. 

[Exeunt High Priest and Xaira. 

Enter Alonzo. 

(During t/ds, and the fcUo-wing scene, the Priests ivalk to 
andfrOf and are engaged at the altar . ) 

Alonzo. I shudder! This i* but a heathen temple — ^yet God 
is every where — here, too, whete, in the Image of the sun, the 
creature worships his Creator^ And this teinple I have pr»- 
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faned ! — Cora's murderer ! — The murderer of a venerable 
man, who never injured me I The viper in the bosom of a 
nation which has loved and cherished me t Oh earth ! 

Swallow me and my villanies ! — No grass will grow upon my 
grave ! No dew of heaven moisten it ! No wanderer will 
rest,— no child play upon it ! 

Enter Cora. 

, Ah CoMi ! How happy was I once to see thee ! How misc^ 
raWe now ! 

Cora, Alonzoy you cannot mean what you say. Yon 
have often told me, if you could not live with Cora, you 
could die with her. Cora thought so too,— thinks so still. 
—I die with you — to live with you again. 

Alonzo. Such is the ease of innooence. Thou wert igno- 
rant. But I — I go to death, tormented by an evil conscience. 

Cora^ Oh no ! neither of us has done wrong. — We weie 
compelled to love.— Was it in your power to have subdued 
your love for nie ? In mine, indeed, it was not.— Then who 
must bear the blame ? Chance, which conduced us toge- 
ther, — or the Godhead, which conduced us together. — It is 
all well. I am happy in my fate. — Mankind is good, and 
wishes to unite us. As a virgin of the Sun, I cannot be , 
your wife — but Death unites us. — Be easy, dear Alonzo ! 
How often, hand in hand with you, I have sprung over the 
sharp stones at the broken wall. Well, death is but such a 
spring, and Love and Liberty come forth to meet us. 

Alonzo. Sweet creature \ With thy guiltless soul thou 
canst look calmly to the pastaiut future. — But I — 

Cera, Yet I can prove that you may look more calmly t« 
the future than your Cera. '^ our mother is far, far from 
here, and when she hears no more of you, she wiH think that 
you have died by illness or by ship^vreck. She will cons<>le 
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berseif. Busy Fancy will describe to her the floble a6Uons 
which already you have done, and nught have done. But I 
—have a father— true, he is far away, in one of our remo* 
test provinces ; but he must soon discover how and why I 
died. Alas I This alone makes death painfiij to me. For 
he is so good a man— and loves me so sincerely. — Oh ! if" he 
were here, his heart would bieak, 

Jknzo. {Aside,) Heavens! She knows not— 

Cora. In this last hour, Alonzo, I have been upon my knees^ 
and fervently have prayed, that my dear father might forsake 
the world, before my fate had reached his ears. At once, 
.serenity spread itsielf thi*ough my soul, as when the morning 
dawns. I hope I was heard. — Now my last wish Is, that 
what must happen, may but happen soon,»*that I may quit 
this world before the solemn preparations rouse my senses, 
lud subdue my resolution. 

AloMZO. Alas ! All that thou hast suffered— all that thou 
*rt still doomed to suffer — overpowers me quite. 

Cora. I tell you that my sufftrrings arc past. 

Enter Tel ASKO and Zorai, the latter U ch^ns—ConA 

shrieks and trembles. 

Oh ! — ^I amheard !— That ghost ! — It is my father'sghost ! 
•— :But his look is angry — (Hiding her /tff^.)— His look is 
horrible ! — Alor.zo 1 Drive this spe6lrc from my sight. 

Alonzo, Would to God it were thy f^ther^s ghost. It is 
himself. — Oh I What a bitter hour is this 1 

Cora, {Shuddering^ and looking at Telasko.) My 
father ! 

telasko, {To Zorai,) Why have they brought me to this 

place? Why just to this ?- — ^-Alter having served my 

native land so long — am I not entitled to some mercy ? Go 
ask the priests whether I must stay hei-e with her,— -Go t Go I 
—Meanwhile I'll lean against this pillar. 
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Cora, {Fearfully approaching him*) My father— - 
' Telasko, (In a tone of affli^ion,) Save me, Zorai, save 
me i 

Zorai* (Pushing her arjoay.) Away, basilisk ! Spare an 
cild man at least in his last moments ! 

(Telasko adverts his face,) 

Cora, {Sinks upon her knees ^ and raises her handsinasup'^ 
fliant posture,) Brother !— 

Zorai, I thy brother ! — but yes— these chains declare I am, 

Cora, Father! — 

telasko, {With his face still adverted-) Who calls me ?^I 
do not know the voice. 

Cora, Brother! Father! — Oh this is worse than all the 
pang^ of death ! {Wringing her hands,) 

Telasko, Oh Zorai ! My heart will break ! It is her mo- 
ther's voice. — (Casting a glance to^jcards her.) It is her mo- 
ther's form. — Cora ! Cora 1 I am grown grey with honour, 
and thou hast lieaped infamy upon my grave. Oh, if thy 
mother knew all this ! Happy is she that she died before to- 
day!— Away from me — and cxpeft no pity!— Hast thou 
deserved it ? — Did I compel thee to devote thy youthful days 
to the Sun'§ service ? Did I not often say to thee , " Daugh- 
ter, daughter, there are pleasures, which as yet thou know'st 
n6t J which, perhaps, thou one day may'st suspcft, and even 
this suspicion will be then a crime — the want of them thy 
misery ?" Even on the night before th€ Gods had heard 
* the irrevocable oath — even on that very night I besought 
thee — (and Heaven knows what were my sensations)— I be- 
sought thee to reflc£V. ** Dear, Dear daughter," said I, 
** as yet thou art at liberty to alter thy intention," The fu- 
ture floated mournfully before my eyes. Even thou we/t 
sorrowful— and I could see thy heart was full. — —Thy 
guardian angel warned' thee— but in vain. Now, do we 
stand here— J, with these grey hairs— the honour of my 

F 
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house for ever mined— thb youth» full of love for bis native 
country, and of manly vigour, innocently implicated in thy 
guilt-^murdered both, by the hand of a daughter and a 
sister : And the companion of our death is infamy. Oh 
that I had never lived to see this day ! Blessed— blessed is 
thy mother, that she died before this morning dawned !— 
(Cora o*uerpowered by the reproachet of htr father ^ sinks to 
the earth fwith a faint sigh, Telasko calls ^ affedionately J) 
OhZorai! Help I Assist her! 

(Zorai rmses his /iV/rr,- Alonzo ;/ likeavise cosmng to Aer 
aid*) 

Zorai, (Pushes him back.) Away, villain— ^nurderer of 
innocence !— Oh 1 How little are these heroes when one 
closely views them 1 How at a distance have I adored this 
man, when I have heard of his good actions ! Hew often 
have I wished to fill his place ! — Fool that I was ! His deedi» 
were the effect of chance ! He is but a weak mortal, like 
ourselves! — Look here, and glut thyself upon this vpt6i^c\t4 
Villain ! It is thy work. — Ha !— Thank these chauis, that I 
do not^ even in the temple of our God, wreak bloody ven- 
geance on thee. 

Jiomco. Didst thou but know the unutterable torments of 

my heart, thou would'st compassionate me. 

Telasko. Hold, my son ! His fate is far more wretched than 
our own. We have still one treasure, which we bear with 
us to the grave— conscience $ but he has lost all. 

Cora, Oh my father— do not let me perish in c ^ air ! 
Can you deny your blessing at the hour of death ? ($he 
falls at his feet ) Oh let me clasp your knees, till you have 
pity on my agony. Be merciful! Be merciful! Bless mci 
father! — Forgive me, brother! — (Telasko and Zorai are 
ajfeiled,) Look at me ! I am writhing like a worm. Have 
mercy on roe 1 Oh ! I can no more- 
TV//?/**. {ExtremelJ agitated.) My son! My son! Lft 
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US not add fresh horrors to her death. It is easy to forgive 
the wretched — Raise her to my arms. (Zorai obeys — Te- 
lasko clasps her to his heart,) Die in peace !— I forgive 
thee. 

Cora, {Verywedk,) My brother— 

Telasko, He too! He too 1— Come, Zorai !— No ill-will 
—Forgive a penitent, and call her sister* 

Zorai. (^Embracing her,) Unfortunate sister! 

Cora. (Still very nveak.) Thanks be to the Gods! The 
bitterness of death is past, 

Aloftzo, Your hearts are moved — Oh — dare Alonzo — sue 
fcr your compassion ?— Thou hast called me weak Zorai* 
Weak I am — but not a villain — ^Mispry binds man to man. 
—Let us not go to death unreconciled. 

Telasko. Stranger, I cannot bear ill-will against thee. 
How can I better quit the world, than when I pardon him 
who injured me ? — Hast thou too any parents ? 

Alonzo. I have an aged mother. 

Telasko. Tis well '—For that aged mother's sake-^come 
here, that I may bless thee in her stead* 

{Presses Alonzo in his arms,) 

Alonzo. Oh ! What a weight falls from ray heart !— Thou 
too, Zorai ? {Offering his hand.) 

Zorai, Away 1 I admire my father 5 but I cannot follow 
his example. 

Alonzo, Comfort a dying man, 

Zoy^y^ I cannot. — I abhor thee.-^Shall I be a hypocrite ? 
-—Leave me ! — I will endeavour to subdue this bitter ani- 
mosity, and if I succeed, I'll offer thee my hand before we 
die. — 

Alonzo. Receive my thanks for this good will. It is more 
tha^ I deserve. 

(Cora, during the preceding conversation has been leaning 
against a pillar to regain her strength. ) 

Fa 
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Enter High Priest, Xaira, and other Priests. 

Xaira. The king approaches. 

( P K I E 5 T s assemble on the steps of the altar. '^C o R a , Te - 
LASKOy and ZoRAi, remain in front on one side, and 
Alonzo on the other. Enter Ataliba, slo-tuly and 
mournfully » He kneels before the image of the Sun, and 
remains a fenjj moments m a posture of adoration, AU 
are silent. 

Ataliha* {Turns to Alonzo— 'hastily and in a half 'whisper.') 
Save yourself, Alonzo I Say, you were a stranger to our laws 
and punishments. — Repeat your numerous services to me— 
the state— the nation — say all that danger dictates — your 
friend is your judge. Make it but possible without appear- 
ing partial, and I will save you. (Alonzo bo-ws, andgra* 
titude is expressed in e^ucry feature, Ataliba turns to Telas- 
ko.) Old man, thou art acquitted. That life which has 
so often been devoted to thy country, is devoted to the Gods, 
I dare not touch thee. 

Telash, How, Ynca! (!)anst thou be so cruel as to pluck 
away the branches, and yet spare the aged trunk } 

Ataliba. (To Zorai.) Thou too, 2^rai, art acquitted. {A 
murmur arises among the Priests ; the King hears it, and 
raises his 'voice, turnings and keenly looking at them.) .For it 
is the will of Heaven, that henceforth the guilty only suffer. 
—Console thy father, and attend him till his death — then 
come to me, and thou shalt find a brother. (Zorai attempts 
iofall at his feet ; he prenjents it, and turns to Cora.) For 
you, Cora — I can do nothing— 

Cora. \With heartfelt gratitude.) Oh ! You have done 
more than I could hope \ 

Ataliba. (Sympathising in her misfortunes.) You stand 

immediately within the law— and the king too is subje6l to 

the law. (He tur^s —walks upthestepsoft/iealtar^botvs 
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once more to the image of the Sun, and then faces the assem- 
bly,) High Pritst, perform thine officf. 

High Priest. Excuse me, Ynca.— Let my age— slckty 
constitution — and my troubled heart, plead my apology.— 
Allow Xaira — to take my place. 

Ataliba. Be it so I 

Xaira. {Solemnly approaching the king.) First- bom son 
of the Sun I A virgin devoted to the Gcds has broken her 
!K>lemn oath* Cora, stand forth. — A stranger on our coasts 
is an accomplice in the crime. — Stand forth, Alpnzo. — We, 
the priests of an offended God, and ministers of a polluted 
temple, true to the laws of thine ancestors, have judged and 
passed sentence upon both, and our decree is death ! 

Atcdiba. {After a pause J) Can you defend yourselves ? — 
(Cora and Alonzo are silent.) I speak to you, Cora and 
Alonzo. Can you defend yourselves ? 

Cora. No. 

Alonzo, No. 

Ataliba. {Amazed.) How, Alonzo ! Can you urge no 
defence ? 

Alonzo, None. 

Ataliba. Recolleft yourself — I allow you time to think-** 
Recolle6l yourself. 

Alonzo. I have deserved to die. I die willingly. 

Ataliba, {In great uneasiness.) Think what you are 
doing— but a few moments are your own Ye priests as- 
sembled round me, in this case I consider mercy as a duty. 
He is a stranger. That sacred reverence of the Gods was 
not, when young, engrafted in his mind, as it is plant* 
cd, by your do^rines, in the heart of a Peruvian. He saw 
not with our eyes — Once more, Alonzo I Speak ! Say but 
a single word !— The Gods are just — and merciful— 

Alonzo, I have deserv'd to die. 

Ataliba* {After a p.iuse.) Is that all you have to say ? 



t6 ROLLAy OR THE A^ ^. 

Jlonzo. J^]. 

Ataliba. {Props himself on his elbn'w against the altar , 
and conceals his face fwith his hand. In afevj moments, stents 
moning all his resolution,) Priests ! Do your duty. 

(Tivo Priests approach the altar in a sloav solemn pace, 
and mount the steps on each side of the King.^^ne takes the 
snuordy the other the branch of palm, They descend in like 
manner y and place themsel*ves near Xaira») 

Xaira. (Presents the sivordto Ataliba.) Son of the Sun ! 
Keceive from my hand the symbol of justice. (Presents the 
branch of palm,) Son of the Sun ! Receive from my hand 
the symbol of mercy.— Heaven dire£l your sentence I 

Ataliba, {Kneels,) Great God ! Thou seest my heart. 
Thou seest it bleed in this sad hour. Oh grant, that I may 
never more fulfil this mournful duty !— Ye spirits of my fa- 
thers! Hover about me with your wisdom, and when I have 
performed my office — let me in that reflection — find repose. 

Rises, — Cora and Alonzo, Telasko and Zorai kneel ^juith 
heads hanging donun. — Kx.'sX^'^ stands for some moments in 
contention nuith himself-^then raises the s'uord, and is on 
the point of speakings 'when suddenly the Chamberlain rushes 
into the temple,) 

Chamberlain, Par^n me, Ynca, but I bring disastrous 
tidings. — Rebellion rages roimd you. The \ eople ruh from 
street to street, in violent commotion. The troops are ga- 
thering with the shout of war, from every side, amid the 
clang of trumpets, and the clash of arms. A wood of lances 
seems to be colle^ed \ — All is confusion, and ten thousand 
voices lift the narrie of Rolla to the sky. I saw the foreigner 
Velasquez keep his band on one side of the meadow. I saw 
him fly from man to man, and from his gestures I concluded, 
he was using threats and entreaties, to preserve them in a 
body. But, in vain ! One, after another, they went ovtr 
to the sidp of Rolla^ . . 
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{T^he *whoIe assembly, except the Kin^, if amazed and 
alarmed.) 

AtaUba, What is this ?— Knows no one what it means ? 
{All are silent — to the Chamberlain.) You said that 
you saw Roila at the head. Then, it cannot be rebellion, 
Rolla and rebellion I-^No I You arc wrong. Did you your- 
self see him ? 

Chamberlain. Only at a distance. The leaders of the 
troops had formed a circle round him. He was loud and 
vehement— his countenance glowed, and his fire seemed to 
light the souls of all around him. Loud shouts of approba- 
tion interrupted his discourse. Every sword was brandished, 
every lance poized in the air. Then, the whole innumerable 
host proceeded towards the temple. I hastened before thirm, 
to brin^ this in'x>i'mation. 

At alio a* {With unaltered mein.) The enigma will soon be 
solved. (Looking round,) What now? I discover marks 
of fear in your countenances. Why are you afraid ? He 
who has nevmr wronged his people need never dr^ad the sight 
of them. Let them come I {A noise is heard,) 

fnter Rolla, ivitha dra^wn snvord in his right and a 
jojnjeiln in his left hand-^a bonu slung^ oijer his shoulder^ 
and q qm'ver of arronvs at his back. Several Leaders 
pfthe troops attend him. 

^olla. Follow me, my friends ! 

Xcdra. (Calls aloud,) The temple is profaned ! 

Kolla, It is profaned already by your bloody sentence* 

Xaira. Revenge, ye Gods ! 

(A coufused bustle takes place ) 

Ataliba, (To X^irz.) Silence ! (Gives a signal to 

the assembly that he means to speak^at once aU are silent'^' 
he turns to Rolla.) Who art thou ? 

^olla. Dost thou no^know me } 

F4 
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Maliba, I had once a chief» who much reseaibled thee.— 
His name was Rolla, and he was an honest man. But i^ho 
art thou ? 

RoUa, No derision, Ynca t For God^s sake, no derision I 
Yet thou raay'st be right. I am no longer Rolla. ' I no 
longer know myself.— I am driven by a hurricane. Have 
compassion on me I I revere thee, Ynca, — I revere and love 

thee '" 

AtaUba, Yes, once I fancied so. " While I have Rol- 
Ja," I was wont to say " while I have my kinsman Rolla to 
defend me, let the king of Cusko rage, and provinces rebel. 
His heroism is a tree, beneath whose branches I repose in 
peace." 

RoUn, But is the tree to blame, beneath whose branches 
thou hast hitherto reposed, if a whirlwind has torn it from 
the earth, and thrown it on thee ? 

Ataliba, What wouldst thou, then ? Speak, and thank 
thy former services, that thou art thus allowed to speak to 
)w^.— Never have I yet rewarded thee according to thy 
merits. — I do it at this moment, for, I grant thee leave to 
speak. 

Rolla. I have but few words to urge in my defence. If 

Ataliba be more man than God, they will avail. 1 love. 

While I was yet a boy, love stole into my heart in a shape 
so friendly and delightful, that I retained and cherished it. 
My soul remained clear and unclouded till the storm of 
youth arrived. Then all must bend or break. All should 
happen as I wished, thought I. — All my ambition was a life 
of careless indolence In Cora's arms, without a thought of 
honour or my country— or the noble race of Yncas, of which 
I too am a branch. My good uncle wished to stop the 
stream, or wished at least to change its course. He sent me 
to the wars— there I was to climb upon the ladder of renown, 
and look down disdainfully on love !— In vain ! Love 
mounted with me. Love inspiied my heroism. Love ac- 
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companied me in every battle. Every gredt and noble aftion 
which I have achieved for thee> love achieved through me. 
When death stared at me— alas I I never thought of thee. Oh 
Ynca, or my country's good, I thought only of ex- 

citing Cora's admiration. To me thou owest nothing— all 
to love for Cora— and it is for Cora I plead. I am become 
older, but in my heart all still is as it was. Still can I feel the 
storm of youthful years, and the sweet vision of my boyish 
days. They are become a free, whose roots are so entwined 
with my life, that thou canst not tear them up Without anni- 
hilating me. Oh Ynca! Be merciful! On my knee, I 
beg her life. (Kneels,') Since Cora called me brother, I 
am proud, but, on my knee, I beg ray sister's life. 

Ataliba, (Who has^ as far as possible, concealed his emo' 
tionSf and supported his dignity,) Rise! 

Rolla, Mercy I 

Ataliba, Rise, I say !— Lay thine arms at my feet ! Let 
tlie troops be dismissed ! Then, silently and submissively 
await thy monarch's sentence. 

RoUa, Mercy ! — Uncle ! — Sister ! — Help me to beg. I 
have begged so little in my life, that I do not understand it. . 

Ataliba, A beggar in arms ! _ Wilt thou insult thy sove- 
reign ? 

RoUa. (Rising,) No, on my honour ! But thou requirest 
what is impossible— slumber from a person in a fever. Cora 

in chains, and RoUa without swoid or lance ! No, by 

the Gods ! It cannot be. 

AtaUba* I command thee to lay down thine arms. 

Rolla. Release her, Ynca — absolve her from the odious 
oath — and then my arms and life are at thy feet. 

Ataliba, I make no conditions. I command thee to lay 
down thine arms. 

Rolla. I cannot.— Cora, come hither I My breast shall . 
be thy shield! My sword shall break thy fetters I— ' 
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AtaUha. Rebel ! Do as thou wllt> and as the Gods or- 
dain ! But know Atallba will not pass sentence, till he sees 
thee kneeling at bis feet, without thine arms. Thou shalt 
net say thou hast extorted mercy from thy monarch. {With 
pathos,) Ye people of Quito ! Hearken to your sovereign's 
voice I Heaiken to it perhaps for the last time. From this 
moment I renounce my sceptre, and my father may decide 
between you. Seven years I have been your king. I am 

now standing in the temple, and* our God beholds me. 

If there be any one who can accuse me of a known injustice^ 
let him appear I If there be any one who ever left my throne 
without assistance, when I could assist,^ let him appear! • I have 
vanquished provinces, and conquered kings.— ^But this is little* 
—I have opened all my stores, when Heaven has sent a barren 
season. I hzive fed the hungr)', and relieved the sick. Many 
a night have I tossed upon my couch in sleeplcNS agony, 
when your misfortunes preyed upon my heart, and I found 

myself unable to assist you all. Ye people of Quito !— -I 

have not merited this treatment.— Seize him I Chain him— 
or I renounce tlie sceptre. 
{A confused bustle prises,) 

RoUa, {Turns to his foUotvers.) . You seize^ me ! You 
chain me ! Who among you will do it ? — Oh — thou perhaps, 
my old companion in battle,, who, when the army groaned 
beneath a famine, shared my last poor mor^l ? — Or thou^ 
whpse life I saved upon the plains of Tumibamba ! — • 
Or thou, whose son I rescued from the uplifted sword of 
his antagonist ?— Who among you v^ill seize RoUa ?— 
Speak • — ^■_ 

High Priest, (Sorroivfulfy.) Rollal Kly foster child! 
How you degrade me ! Will yoh see an old man at your 
feet? 

RoUa. I revere the father in you, but stretch not out your 
sirmsinto the storm. By the Almighty Ruler of the world, 
it is in vain. {The High Priest attempts t o proceed in a ^up 



A3 V, VIRGIN OF THE SUN. 91 

flicatitig attitUiie-^Rolh impatiently stops Aim.) No wovq, 
uncle !— I must rescue Cora, or die with her. 

Cora. (Goes and throws her arms round his necL) Oh 
Rolla, this tear thanks you for your love ! Accept this kios 
from your sister. You are a great man. I never knew y.a 
till to-day. But so great, so good a man must be the Ynca's 
friend. Cora has been guilty of a crime, and you, to rescue 
Cora, will be guilty of another. This too would weigh 
heavy on my conscience, and my conscience is already over- 
loaded. {Smiling and in a soothing tone,) No Roll;*, do not 
so.— Let me die. My father and my broti er have forgiven 
me — Aionzo dies with me, — I die with pleasure. Our souls 
shall hover near you, and rejoice to see you loyal to^your 
king, and fighting-for your country. Bear the remnant of 

your life vjrithout me — will you, dear Rolla ? If 

my prayers can move you, I shall quit the world with a good 
acHon, and bless you for it.—Oh yes!— I see the clouds dis- 
persing from your forehead, and the tear staiting in your ; 
eye — do not conceal it — it is a tear, which does honour even 
to a warrior. — Give me your sword— and javelin. (She takes 
the siASord and lance gently out of his hands .^ and gi'ves them 
to the attendants,) There stands the hero, and with the 
ttar now rolling down his check, the blot is washed away, 
which stained his honour and renown. ■ I thank you, 
Rolla. — 1 am proud of your affcftion. — And now to our 
good Ynca ! — Come ! Oh come, and virtue's triumph will 
be then complete. (Draivs him gently after her^ and kneels 
before Aialiba, fjoith Roila at her side.) I restore to you 
your chief.— -Pardon him, for he well deserves it. — (Rises, 
and returns to her place ^ <while Rolla still kneels before thi 
King,) Now Ynca, pass the sentence. 

Telasko, (Embracing Cora.) Oh my daughter ! — Now, 
all may hear it. Now I am not ashamed to call her daugh* 
ter.— 

Ataliba. Rolla submits to his monarch ? 
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Rolia, Iftubmk. 

Ataliba. Thou hast forfeited thy life. 

RoUa, I know it. 

Ataliba, I pardon thee. 

Kolla, {Hastily raising his hand*) And Cora ? 

Ataliba. I pardon thee. 

^^U. (Letting his hand sink again.) Oh! 

Ataliba. Rise ! 

Rolla, Allow me to hear Cora's sentence on my knees. It 
is ray sentence too. 

Ataliba, Be it so. 

(I'he King again takes the snvord, and branch of painty 
both ofnvhich, at the commencement of the uproar, he had 
laid upon the altar. 

High Priest. (Suddenly falls at Altaliba's feet.) Pardon 
them, Ynca. 

Ataliba. (Rushes doivn the steps, and kindly raises him, ) 
Thou too, my father I Has Heaven revealed its wiU to thee ? 

High Priest. Mercy is the will of Heaven. Those times, 
in which thy great progenitor founded the worship of the 

San — those rude times are past. Naked, as the beast of 

the field, man once dwelt beneath the roof of heaven. His 
wife was as the fruit that grew in the woods, which every 
one might pluck ; and thus he lived, without religion, proper- 
ty, or law. Then appeared Manco Capac, endowed with aU 
the talents of a God. What he said and did, is written in 
our hearts. He built a temple to the Sun, and devoted vir- 
gins to its service. He enafted the law of chastity ; for then, 
as Sensuality prevailed, and Reason was a child, the temple, 
without this law, would have been, on festivals, the seat of 
riot and debauchery. Necessity compelled him to restrain 
nature in these bounds. But a long long train of years has 
changed the law of propriety into the sensation. Where the 
latter reigns, the former is no longer wanted. Therefore, 
Ynca, I stand here in: the name of all the Gods, and call 
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Upon thee, the benefaftor of thy people to crown thy noble 
dee^s by offering a sacrifice to Reason, and thereby to Hea- 
ven. Fear not!— Be resolute in doing good— —and 

if any thing be further wanting to convince thee— Oh may'st 
thou be moved by the entreaties of a man, who educated thee 
—who loved thee as Jiis son— who watched at thy coucli 
with anxious solicitude, when thou wert asleep — Reward me 
this day for all my cares— (C/?///«^ his cap anuay^ and shotJU' 
ing his hoary head.) for the sake of these grey hairs, grown 
grey in thy service. 

Ataliba. Enough I— Come nearer, Cora ! — Thou too, 
Alonzo ! 

High Priest, Bend hij? great heart, ye Gods. 

'Telasko. (To Zorai.) Support me, son, support me ! 

Ataliba, ( With his right hand pushes the point of the sivord 
against the earth, so that it breaks, and ivith his left presents 
the palm to Cora.) Abolished be the law— —and Cora 
free ! 

( Cora sivoons . Alonzo throws himself at her side, RoUa 
springs up, and ivildly presses the King to his heart. High 
Priest raises his hands in gratitude toivards Heafven, Te- 
las .o, supported by Zorai, totters towards his daughter,) 

The People. (Repeatedly call.) Long live the Ynca ! 



THE END. 
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PIZARRO. 



ACT I. 

«---'- ■■ I 

Scene, the inside e/Piz a kro's tent in the Spanish camp. 

Elvira is discovered in man* s attire $ asleep upon a sofa, 
Va lvekde enters nvithout noise ^ looks athertvith a lo've- 
sick air, kneels at her side^ and kisses bet hand. Elvira 
aivakeSj and surveys him ivitb an air of indignation. 

Valverde. 

Forgive the effect of your charms. 

, Elv. 1 believe thou wilt at last work a miracle. 

yal. What may that be ? 

El<v, To make a woman at variance with her ow^a 
beauty. 

Fal, Very severe 1 

Ei*v, Why dost thou disturb my pleasing dreams ? 

FaL What were you dreaming ? 

Elv. That I saw thee hanged. 

Fal, How long will Elvira mock my affection ? 

El*v. Thy affection 1 Who gave thy mean sensatlonjr 
such a noble title ? Between ourselves, Valverde, when 
thou talk'st of love,thou seem'st to me a pick-pocket,w ho, 
while with Heaven's blessii^ in his mouth, he implores 
charity, is devising the best means to purloin a purse. 

B 
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Val. What may not a lovely woman say } 

El*v, What dare not a vain coxcomb do ? Who per. 
mitted thee to interrupt my rest i Is it not enough that I 
am every night awoke by the drum ? Must my eyes be 
tormented as well as my ears } 

VaL You understand well how to try a lover's pa^ 
tience. 

Elv, Shall I acquaint Pizarro with thy treachery ? 

Val, father tell me by what enchantment this Pi- 
zarro has subdued you. He is a hypocrite in friendship^ 
and in love a tyrant. His menacing wild eye-^'his un. 
combed beard* ■■> 

El«u, Hold! This funeral sermon comes too soon. 
Remember he is not yet dead. 

Vai. Misshapen is he both in mind and body. In his 
youth he was a swineherd, and now he shews his power 
by ruling men as if they were swine. 

El'v. Hal Hal Hal Perhaps he knows you better 
than you imagine. 

VaL More ignorant is he than an Andalusian mule- 
teer. The hero cannot even write or read. 

Elv* In future, then, remember that a woman, when 
under the dominion of love, little cares whether the ob- 
ject of her affection can read or write ; for love is only 
read in the eye, and written in the heart. Valour sub- 
dues a female heart far sooner than learning. Pizarro 
fights with the sword — thou with a feather. He deals in 
blood — thou but in ink. 

Fal. Both have as yet been of little service to us. 

El'v. But with all thy deep researches, Nugnez Bal. 
boa would never have discovered the South Sea. Pizarro. 
and Almagro would never have fitted out a vessel. Then 
might'st thou have been still cooped in thy study, and I 
perhaps a nun. 



FaL The question is, whether we should have been 
gainers or losers by it. 

El*v. A cloister's uniformity— the insensible life of a 
dormouse 1 

VaL Thus ever are you women. All you wish is but 
to excite notice. Splendid misery is dearer to you than 
peace and tranquil happiness. 

El*v. Do you know whom we most hate ? Unbidden 
prattlers, and preachers of old proverbs. / 

VaL Right! Scoff while the sunshines, and tremble 
when the thunder rolls. The moment is perhaps not far 
remote. 

El'u.'-'fln a tone of denshn.J'-^'VdAverde a prophet! 
And on what dost thou ground this dark presage ? 

Fal. Are we not in a strange country, where death, 
perhaps, may lurk in all the fruit we taste ? Those who 
have escaped the enemy's destructive sword are killed by 
the climate. Our numbers every day decrease. 

Ei'v. So much the better! Are we not the heirs of 
those who die ? 

yal. There again ! Pillage alone is your object. 

El*v. And thine too, Valverde. Think'st thou I do 
not scent the wolf because he imitates the bleating of the 
sheep ? Go, go : — in the whole camp there is not one 
who speaks as he thinks, old Las Casas excepted. 

Fal. Name not the enthusiast, with his visionary sen- 
timents of humanity and toleration. 

Elv, K newest thou there are moments when this old 
man's visionary sentiments (as they are termed by theej 
have a powerful effect upon my heart---when I had 
rather kiss his grey beard than thy brown cheek?— 
Know'st thou I am obliged to revel through whole 
nights, in order to erase a burdensome impression ? 

Fai. For shame I 

2 B 2 
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El*v. — (With a sigb,) — Had I sooner known this good 
old man, who knows what I might have been ) 

Fal, You arc a sweet disciple of. the doctrine called 
humanity. Nothing so easily excites enthusiasm as words 
which have no fixed meaning. The imagination con- 
ceives, and bears a martyr. 

Elv* Valverdc a philosopher too ! 

Fal, Do you dislike it ? Enough ! Let us then descend 
from the clouds of philosophy to the flowery pastures of 
love. 

El*u, They are burnt up when thou tread' st on them. 
Cast away the pen ; seize the sword, and atchieve some 
■great exploits ; if it be thy wish that I should love thee. 

Fai. What exploits has Pizarro atchieved ? 

Elv>. Ask the new and the old world. By his own ex- 
ertion has he raised himself from the mean station of 
swineherd to the rank of warrior. When, in a small 
vessel, with a hundred followers, he left Panama to sub- 
due an unknown world, my heart whispered, «• This is 
a daring man.** When on the little island of Gallo, he 
drew a line in the sand with his sword, and permitted 
those to leave him who stepped over it, and when at the 
head of only thirteen men, who swore to follow him, he 
devoted himself to death, my heart loudly cried, ** This 



IS a great man. 



i» 



FaL Grea,t he will be, while he succeeds ; but should 
his projects fail, the world will bestow on him the title 
of a fool. 

Elv, The fate of every hero. Children with opea 
mouths behold a rocket rise, and laugh when it falls* 

FaL Granting that it rose even to the clouds, what are 
jf9ur hopes ? 

Elv. To be a viceroy's wife. Pizarro will govern 
the rude nation, while I form their minds, - 
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FaL Indeed ! Then you little know the ambition of 
Pizarro, If fortune lead him to her highest step, he will 
bestow his hand on some one whose illustrious birth will 
hide the meanness of his own, whose alliance will be a 
protection to him at court. Then will poor Elvira be 
forgotten ; forgotten will be all that she has done and 
undergone. 

El*v, Ha ! Then — but hiss, thou serpent. 

Fal, On the contrary, Valverde, though now but pri- 
vate secretary, may then be chancellor^ and Elvira 
might be — his friend. 

Elfv, Shameless wretch ! 

Fal. You tread upon the flowers, which you might 
pluck, for the sake of fruit, which hangs too high for 
you. Believe me, as long as Alonzo de Molina instructs 
the enemy in our manoeuvres, Pizarrro will be foiled, 

El*v, And as long as this Pizarro deserves my favours, 
no stratagem or interested rancour shall divide us. If 
Fortune turn her back upon him, Elvira will still oiFer 
him her hand. 

ral. Slow is repentance, but she ever overtakes the 
thoughtless. Hold I I hear his voice. 

El<v, Quickly then, assume an honest countenance, 
thou mass of artifice 1 

Enter Pizarro. 

Piz,^ {Starts on percei'ving Vzlvtrde and Elvin. to^ 
getber. He surveys tbem hotb with dark suspicion. Val- 
verde bo*uts. Elvira laughs.) — Why do you laugh ? 

El'u. To laugh or cry without giving any reason for it^ 
is the privilege of woman. 

Piz* I will know it. 

£/v. I will! I will !— But I will not. 

FaL Donna Elvira was ridiculing my alarm. 

B3 
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Pix. What alarm ? 

Vol, Lest the enemy, by dint of numbers^ and incited 
by Alonzo — 

^'«- — (If^itb asperity and scorn.) — None but a woman, 
and a creature like a woman, can fear this boy. 

VaL You are right. It was a childish thought. How 
can he, tutor'd beneath your banners, hope to overpower 
his master ? 

Piz. At my table did he eat; in my tent did he 
repose. 

FaL The ingrate I 

Piz, I loved him. He was entrusted to me by his 
mother. His mother was a haughty woman ; and in the 
bosom of the boy glowed an heroic spark, which I had 
liopes of blowing to a flame. 

El*v, None but women can form heroes. 

P/«.—(5'ror;?/»//y.)— Think you so? — I have nev^ 
loved. 

5/«u. — {Hurt,) — ^Thenyou have never been a hero. 

Piz, — (To Val.) — Often, when I have related to him 
our first expedition ; how with a few followers I %as 
driven to and fro, for seventy days ; how winds and 
waves at sea, rivers, morasses, and almost impenetrable 
woods on shore, made every step the journey of a day ; 
how at one time the wild inhabitants of the coast, and at 
another the elements of Heaven, fought against us; how 
toil and famine, a sultry climate, and inveterate dis. 
orders, daily diminished our number, till necessity com* 
pelled me to forsake the baneful coast, and save my life 
upon a desert strand opposite the Pearl Islands ; when I 
described all this, he, full of admiration, would clasp me 
in his arms, and a tear would start in his large blue eye, 
Val, And whose foot trod upon this hopeful seed ? 
Piz. Las Casas appeared with his smooth tongue. 
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transported him to higher spheres, intoxicnted him ^Ith 
enthusiasm ; and from that hour my endeavours to with- 
draw him from his air-built castle to the real world were . 
fruitless. 

yal. He fled, became your foe, and betrayed his native 

land. 

Piz, First did the foolish boy attempt to shake the 
principles of a man. Weeping he hung upon my neck ; 
endeavoured to persuade me to sheath the sword already 
drawn, and called the Peruvians our brethren. 

Fal, Hardened heathens our brethren ! In that I re- 
cognize Las Casas. 

Piz, When he perceived that his tears fell upon cold 
marble, he went over to the enemy, treacherously pro- 
fited by their numbers, my instructions, his knowledge, 
and our weakness ; and compelled me to make an igno- 
minious retreat. 

Fai. Vengeance hovers above his head. 

Piz. With a stronger force am I returned, and the boy 
shall learn Pizarro lives. 

Fal, Are you sure that he still lives ? 

Piz, His armour-bearer has just now been taken pri- 
soner. He reports the enemy to be twelve thousand 
strong, led by RoUa and Alonzo. To day they are em- 
ployed in sacrificing to their idols: we must avail our- 
selves of their security, and sprinkle the sacrifice with 
human blood. 

Ei'v. A surprize! Battle! Do you take me with you, 
Pizarro } 

Piz, I am not going to a ball. 

El*u, — (Hurt, J — My question was not to a dancer. 

Piz. If in my armoui*y you can find a sword light 
enough for a woman's arm, come, and fight at my side, 

Ei*v. Shall I on this account be dearer to you ? 

B4 
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Piz. Yes; and do you know why ? The hustle of war 

is surety for your fidelity. 

El<v. You are wrong. The woman who is inclined 
to be unfaithful, is not to be deterred even by an earth- 
quake. 

Piz. I thank you for your instructioni and will write 
it in my memory. 

Ei*v. You cannot write. 

Plz.-^Witb a ferocious /ooi.;— Elvira. 

El^v, Is it my fault ? 

Piz, You know what I do not like to hear. 

El<v, Had your nurse broken your leg, should you be 
ashamed of limping ? 

Piz, Enough. Let me never hear any more of this. 

El^v.-^C Aside,) — Achilles was only vulnerable in hia 
heel. 

Enter "Di^GOy guarded* 

Piz, Ha ! Welcome, good friend ! 

Die, Oh, miserable wretch that I am 1 

Piz, Dost thou still remember me ? 

Die, How could I forget the flower of Spanish 

chivalry i 
Piz. How long is it since you last visited my kitchen ? 
Die, So long that I have grown a skeleton for want 

of it. 

Piz, Is your master alive ? 

Die, He is. 

E!*v, How happened you to fall into our hands? 

Die, Your out-posts were roasting a pig, and I was at. 
tracted by the savoury scent. 

Piz. What is the strength of the enemy } 

Die, Twelve thousand. 

Piz, And AlonzQ is their leader ? 
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!>/>. Alonzo aAd RoUa. 

Fix. Who is this Rolla ? 

Die, A savage, who deals with the devily swings a club 
as easily as I swing a quarter of lamb, and flourishes bis 
sword as adroitly as your cook flourishes the basting* 
ladle. 

Pi%. I shall be glad to be acquainted with him. Are 
he and Alonzo friends } 

Die, Friends! Oh yes! He is in love Vith Donna 
Cora. 

El*v, Who is Cora ? 

Die, My master's wife. 

P/«. How ! Is your master married ? 

VaL And to a heathen 1 What abomination ! 

Die, They lQ.ye each other like a couple of common 
people. 

Val, Has she been baptized \ 

Die, No. My master says a person may be virtuous^ 
though not baptised ? 

Val, The villain! 

Piic. Is Cora with him in the camp ? 

Die, Yesy she and herchild^ with a multitude of other 
women. 

Piz, I am glad to hear it. The more women, the more 
easy the conquest. Their shrieks and tears subdue the 
courage of the men. Is the enemy prepared for battle \ 

Die, To-day they are employed in sacrificing— 

Val, To the devil probably ? 

Die, To the Sun. 

VaL But human bloody I presume? 

Die, Fruit and fragrant herbs. 

Piz, With human blood will we besprinkle thejr sa- 
crifice. Enough, Signior Diego* You may letire to tba 
kitchen* . : 



^ 



Di^, With all my heart. Only look at my lean car. 
case and thin legs. I have been but ill kd» I assure 
you. 

Fix. I ought to have thee han^ as a deserter. 

DU* Oh, mercy I— /'!• Eltf.J — Dear Sir, interfcie in 
my behalf. 

Piz, Begone, and thank thy stupidity for thy etca^. 

Die. Heaven be praised that I am so stupid! C<?«iiy^. 

Sentinel. Shall we put him in irons ? 

Die, Blockhead 1 Hold your tongue. 

Fi%, Give him as much meat and drink as he likes, 
and he will not run away. 

Die. Long live Don Pizanro I He remembers his old 
friends. [E^it. 

PiK^'^f After a momentU medit9ti9n.y^-^t%^ *tis re- 
solved. While engaged in sacrifice, they shall themseWes 
become the victims. First, we will hold a council ; then 
to battle. Elvira, retire. 

El<v. For what reason ? 

Fi%. Because men are about to assemble here. 

El*v. As if a woman were superfluous on such an oc 
casion. In truth, you men are ungrateful creatures. The 
most profitable gift of nature you only use as an amuse- 
ment. I shall stay. 

Fi%. Stay, then, and be silent, if you can. 

EnteY'Lk% Casas, Almaoho, Gohzala» Da villa, 

and others. 

Las C. You have summoned us. 

Piz. Be seated, reverend old man. Be seated, my 
Irieiids. The moment is arrived, when we shall reap the 
harvest of our bold advcatures. The enemy, buried in 
security, employ to-day in sacrifice. My council is to 



ASi /• I»I2ARR0« 11 

fall upon them by surprise, destroy the army, and make 
the unarmed prisoners. 

jllm. Destroy them all, armed or unarmed. 

Con* Let us spare the women and children. 

if/w. It were better to annihilate the whole race. 

yal. To the glory of our faith. 

Las C, Do not blaspheme. 

if/m. We have wasted time enough in idleness upon 
this coast! 

Las C. And call you murder, work ? 

if//«. As yet, I have seen no reward for all our 
ex pence. 

Piz. We are in want, and our troops begin to murmer. 

Gott, While Alonzo, living at his ease, derides us. 

Piz. Treacherous boy ! 

Las C. My heart assures me that Alonzo undergoes a 
severe conflict between humanity and the love of his 
country. 

Aim, Your heart defends your pupil. 

Las C, Yes, he is my pupil, and I am pround of him. 

jflm. Enough! He shall be better acquainted with us. 

Piz. The force of the enemy increases. The country 
is unknown to us. We are threatened with famine, and 
delay destroys courage. The only antidote to all these 
dangers is battle. 

AlL'^Las C. excepted. J-^Bsiitlt 1 Battle I 

LasC. What a dreadful echo! Battle! Against whom? 
Against a king, who, but a few days since, proffered 
peace: against a nation which quietly cultivates its fields^ 
and in pure innocence praises its Creator in its own 
way. 

VaL A heathen king, who sacrifices to the Sim, and 
whom the sword must destroy. 

Las C. Is the bloody measure of your cruelties ndl 
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y«t fiill? When will these goodxhildrcnof innocence^ 
who received you with hospitality, have endured enough f 
Oh, Almighty Power, whose thunder can cleave the 
rock, and whose sun melt mountains of ice, assist xny 
words with thy strength, as thy goodness animates my 
yv\\\,'~(Toibe Assembly. J-^Czsx a look upon the millions 
of victims which your rapacious hands have murdered. 
As gods were you received— as devils have you acted. 
Willingly and cheerfully were you presented with fruit» 
and gold — In return you defiled the wives and daughters 
of yotir benefactors. Human nature was roused, and the 
oppressed complained. To silence them you sent blood-* 
hounds on the chace; and he who escaped this diabolical 
pursuit, was yoked to the plough, and forced to till his 
own land for you, or buried in the gold-mines, to feed 
your insatiable avarice. 

Piz, You exaggerate. 

Las C. Exaggerate! Oh, would to God I had related 
all! Alas! what remains might force tears even from 
a tyger's eyes. You have vied with each other in com- 
mitting murder, in splitting the sculls of guiltless men, 
in tearing children from their mothers' arms, and dashing 
them against the rocks. At a slow fire you have broiled 
the hostile leaders; and if their groans disturbed you in 
your sleep, you pusiied gags into their throats. On thir-» 
teen gibbets you have hung as many Indians — Heavens I 
d^e I avow it — in honour of Christ and the twelve 
Apostles! My eyes have witnessed this abomination, and 
I still exist. You weep. Donna Elvira. Has my dreadful 
description affected.you alone \ 

Aim. Yes, because we have no more women among us 
than her and you. 

P/2. What you mention relates not to us. What have/ 
we to do with the cruelties of Columbus \ 
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Las C. Arc you not on the point of renewing tliem I 

yai. And if we are ; it is not yet determined whether 
these Indians belong to our species. 

Las C, Woe be on you, if the. popc*s bull be necessary 
fo teach you to distinguish men. 

yaL He gave us this new world to subdue it by the 
aid of heavenly favour. 

Ptz. Enough of useless words ! Timepasses, and op- 
portunity escapes. Will you fight ? 

Jill. We will. 

Las C. Oh, send me first once more to the enemy. 
* Let me speak the words of peace, and preach our holy 
religion with gentleness. 

Fal, First let these heathens fight, and open a way for 
our instruction. 

Las C. With blood } ^ 

Aim. You may hereafter wash away the blood with 
pious tears. Come, my friends, no more delay ! 

Las C, God, thou didst not appoint me thy servant to 
curse, but to bless; yet now my blessing would be bias, 
phemy. My curse be upon you,- fratricides, and upon 
your intentions! On you and your children rest the iniK)« 
cent blood which will to-day be shed ! I leave you for 
ever, that I may no longer witness your infatuation. In 
caverns and in woods will I secrete mysplf ; with tygers 
and with leopards will I associate ; and when we hereafter 
stand in his presence^ whose mild doctrine you have 
to-day denied, tremble, tremble at my accusation. 

[Going. 

El'u.^^^ln irfuoluntaty agitafi on, J'^Takt me with 
thee, Las Casas. 

Las C. Remain, and save thy fellow-crcatures, when 
thou cao'st. I can do no more here ; but a woman's 
charms are more powerful than an old man's doquence* 
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Perki4P« thou art destined to become the guardmn angel 
of the unfoituaate Peruvians. l^Exit. 

Fiz. What would you do, Elvira i 

Eiv. I know not. The old man appeared to me at 
that moment so supernatural, and you so far below 
humanity— 

Jim, The old grey-beard is a fanatic. 

FaL He dreams of a world like Plato's. 

Piz, He can no longer taste enjoyment, and therefore 
preaches abstinence. 

Eln/. Say what you please, there is something in me 
which contradicts you. 

Goft. Compassion becomes a lovely woman. 

Elift And humanity, a conqueror. 

Piz. 'Tis well we are rid of the preaching moralist* 

Jim. We shall yawn less, and fight more. 

Piz. At noon the enemy is wont to sacrifice. At that 
time, Almagro, march to the left through the wood. 
You, Gonzala, will endeavour to climb the mountain 
on the right $ and I will march directly towards the 
enemy. If we conquer, the gates of Q^ito will be open 
to us. 

Jim. And we will hail Pizarro, King of Peru. 

Piz. Not so, my friends. Who moves slowly, moves 
securely. Let Ataliba retain the shadow of majesty, 
while I marry his daughter, and thus secure the throne 
•as an inheritance. 

Gon. A good plan. 

Jim. Pizarro is both a hero and a statesman. 

Fal. — (Te El v. in a i$Hr of derision) — Now, Elvira? 

Elfv. A most admirable plan. And where is Elvira t» 
remain } 

Piz. In the house of her friend. 

El'v. As a menial to your queen } 



P<«. I shall bestow upon the heiress of Fnru what is^ 
usually bestowed upon princesses— nny hand. Elvira will 
retain my heart. 

Eln}. And when I grow older, you will, no doubt, 
make me the goYemeasof your children. 

Pijs. You seem hurt, Elvira. Consider that a throne 
beckons to me. 

EI^u, Hurt 1 Oh, no 1 I am only vexed that this dolt 
saw further than I did . 

Fix. What means this ? 

Elnf. Ohi nothing 1 Forgive my inclination to be talka^ 
tive. It is common to our sex ; but I will delay the 
hero's course no longer. The din of arms summons you» 
Away, valiant men I 

Pi%, You said you would accompany me. 

Eltf, Surely. I will be the first who does homage to 
the new heir apparent. 

Enter Gomez. 

Jim, What now, Gomez ? 

G^m. On yonder hill we found an old Cacique be^ 
neath a palm. He could not escape, and allowed us to 
put him in irons without resistance ; but every word he 
utters is defiance and contempt. 

Fisc, Conduct him hither. 

(Gomez lea«ves the tent^ and returns 'whb the Cacique.)- 
Who art thou ? 

Cac, — (^Ite comppsedr and nvithput •stentathn,y^ 
Where is the leader of these robbers f 

P/«. What! 

Aim. Art thou mad ?— *C7« ?/«.>— Let his tongue be 
torn out. 

Cac. Right! Thenyou will not hear the troth. 
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Da^.^Dratoing a dagger. J — Let me dispatch faim. 

Car.— >(7o Piz.)'^^*^^ ^^u many jsuch heroes as this 
among thy troops? 

. Piz^'-^ffTitb a l^k of fer9city,}^^\t thou shalt, inso- 
lent old ruffian ; but first confess what thou know'st. 

Cac. That 1 know— but one thing I have learnt firom 
thee. 

Fix. What is that f 

Cac. That I must die. 

P/z. By being less presumptuous thou might'st save 
thy life. 

Cac, My life is like a withered tree— it is not worth 
the trouble of preserving. 

Mm. Our arms may make thee the first of thy nation* 

Cac. The nation know old Crozimbo. He never was 
the last* 

P/«. We go to fight against your army. Be our con- 
ductor through the woods, and we will load thee with 
treasures. 

Cac. Ha! Ha! Ha! 

Fix. Dost thou laugh at this \ 

Cac. I am a rich man. I have two sons, and have 
done many a good action. 

Fix. How strong is your army ? 

Cac. Count the trees in yonder wood. 

Aim. Which is the weakest part of your camp? 

Cac It is defended on every side by justice. 

Da*v. At what hour do you sacrifice to the Sun ? 

Cac. Our thanksgiving at every hour. 

Fix. Where have you concealed your wives and 
children ? 
' Cac. In the hearts of their husbands and fathers* 

4lm. Know'st thou Alonzo ? 

Cac. Know him ! The bene&ctor of our nationl 
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Piz. How has he merited that titled 

Cac, By resembling you in nothing. ^ 

jflm. Wretch! Speak with respect. 

Cac. I speak the truth to God. What then shall I 
speak to man ? 

Fal. Thou know'st not God. 

Cac. — (Extending bis arms *witb pious confidence. J '^l 
do know him. 
• FaL We offer you the only true religion. 

Cac, It is written in our hearts 

Val. You are heathens. 

Cac. Leave us in the faith which teaches us to live 
happily, and die cheerfully. 

Da*v. Obdurate race I 

Cac, Young robber, wc do not steal a stranger's pro- 
perty. 

Da*v, Peace — or tremble. 

Cac, Never have I trembled even before my God. 
Why should 1 tremble before man ? — Why before thee, 
thou less than man ? 

Da'v, — fDranving a dagger. )'-^^ot another word, 
thou heathen dog, or I'll stab thee. 

Cac, Do so, that thou may*st be able to boast, at thy 
return, ** I too have murdered a Peruvian." 

Da'v. — (Stabbing bim.) — Down to hell then ! 

Fix. What hast thou done ? 

Da<v. Could'st thou longer brook hrs insole;\ce ? 

Pi%. Should he die without torture ? 

Cac. — (Wbo feels bims elf mortally ivounded.)'^Your\g 
man, thou hast lost a good opportunity of learning how 
to endure pain. 

Elv. Ye are monsters. — f Stooping to bim.) — Poor old 
tnan 1 

Cac. I poor!— So jiear my happiness! — My \nit 

C 
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beckons to xne*— the Sun amik»«-H€a(ven> amend — and 
bless you 1 \^DUs, 

Elv, Valverde, docs the Christian die a better death? 

yal. The power of Satan strengthened him. 

Fiz, Drag the body away. And thou. Da villa, bf not 
again so hasty. 

i>tf<i/. Pardon me, my blood boiled at his insolence. 

Piz» Follow me, friends. Each to his appointed post I 
Ere the god of these Peruvians has sunk into the ocean, 
we will have shattered Quito's lofty walls. 

[Exeunt V\z. Aim. Dav. and Gom. 

FaL Well, fair Elvira, my hopes increase with stem 
Pizarro's haughtiness. 

£/<i;. How strange are my sensations F This horrible 
succession of barbarous deeds-^his shameless avowal of 
avarice and ambition— 

Fat, Throw yourselfintomyarms. 

£/<v« Wretched indeed should I be, were thy arms my 
last resource. 

FaL Think yoU I have not strength to guide a dagger^ 

El*v> Yes — from behind.. At what price dost thou sell 
a murder ? 

FaL But at a high one ; yet easy to be paid by yoir. 

Ehj, Easy \ Thou art mistaken. Yet an injured wo- 
man cannot pay too high a price for vengeance. Go. 
Leave me to myself. Thou shah hear from me. 

FaL The dagger is drawn— the arm is rais'd— i-speak 
but the word, and he lies bleeding at your feet, [£*//. 

El<v. No, even if my soul should harbour thoughts of 
murder, I will not be revenged by such a creature as 
this. Shame on all communion with a wretch so base ! 
Should Pizarro discard me— me, who have sacrificed to 
him my honour and my virtue^— then— Discard me! 
(With Jt^9i/y.)-— I. discard him. What did I love: in 
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himF His greatness. He is become a little man, andex- 
tingkiUhed is my affection for him. But hold I — Is every 
Ihingatchieved, which man projects! — Ambition builds 
houses of cards, and affection blows them down. Once 
mora will I prove him ; and if I find him unworthy of 
my love, I will despise him, and trample him in the dust, 
from which he raised himself . lExit. 
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&CEME, tbf Peruvian Camp near a Fillage^ r>f tvbicb a 
' fetx) HtiUses are visible. In the middle oftbe Stage an 
^Altar is erected, and in tbe Back-ground is a HilJ, on 
*wbicb stands a Tree. 

Cora is discovered sitting on a Turf-Seat , tvitb ber 
Infant in ber Lap, Alonzo stands at ber Side^ and 
surveys ber ivitb beart-felt Rapture. 

Cora, '^Looking tvitb a smile alternately at Alonz» 
and tbe cbild,) — He is like you. 

Alo, No ; like you, 

Cora. Let me enjoy my idea. 

Alo, Has he not bl^k hair ? 

Cora, But he ha^blue eyes. 
' Alo, And when he smiles, does he not smile exactly 
like his mother ? 

Cor a, '^(Pressing tbe infantft berbeart,) — Our image ! 

Alo, You love the father less since the son has played 
upon your lap. ^ 

Cora. Oh no ! 

Alo. He steals many a kiss from you which belongs t9 
me. • 

Cora, I kiss you in him. 

Alo, The boy will make me jealous. 

Cora, I exist but in you and him. I lately dreami 
that his white teeth were appearing. 

Alo, That will be a day of joy. 

Cora, And when he, for the first time, runs from me 
to you^^ 
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Alo. And when he, for the ktk time, lisps, "I^aihcr 

and mother," — . .t . 

Cora, Oh, Alonzo! Daily will we thank the gods. , 

Ah, God and Rolla. 

* Cora. You are happy ? 

Alo. Can Cora ask me ? ^ ^ ^ 

Cora, But why do you sometimes toss so uneasily fi;om 

One side to another when upon your coiich ? Why do I 

hear sad sighs escape your breast ^ - 1 ^ 

Alo. Am I not about to fight agaitist m^ brethren?^ 
Cord. Do they not aini at our destruction ? All men 

are your brethren. _ '. 

Alo, And if the Spaniards he victorious, what will b^ 

fny fate ? 

' Cora. We vtill fly to the mbuntarns. . 

Alo. With this suckling on your arm ? . 
*• Cora. Why not? Do you thinlc a mother flying from 
danger, will fed the weight of her infant ? 

Alo. I too would Willi iigiy relieve yoii from the burden. 

Cora. — (Jocosely.) — He cries when he is obliged to 
stay with you. 

Alo. Dear Cora, will you make me easy ? 

Cora, If I can I will. 
* Alo. ffaste, then, to the mountains even to-day. With 
your father I know you are \n security. Then, happen 
what may, I will come to announce our victory, or to 
end my life with yoii in that tranquil retirement. 

Cora. And to raise in our son an avenger of his coun- 
try's wrongs. 

Alo. That will we. 

Cora, Yes, Alonzo ; but as yet I cannot fly. Tlie 
Conviction that you are in danger would obstruct my 
every step. You, perhaps wounded, and under the care 
of strangers ! — No, I cannot go. 
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Al; Does not Rolla stay with me ^ 

Cora. Yes, while you are inhattle. Rolla understands 
how to inflict wounds, but not to heal them. No ; 
where the husband is, must the wife also be. I have 
sworn never to forsake you 'till death should divide us. 

Ah. Stay then, my €uthfi|l Cora; and Heaven grant 
us victory 1 

Cora, Are we not compelled to defend ourselves ? The 
gods' protection will b^ with us. 

Ah. If not, let death find me in thy embrace. 

Cora. Do 4iot talk thus. Since I have possessed you 
and this infant, I think unwillingly of death. 

Ah.'^fKneeh and entkraces ibem.y^Best of wives, 
bom for me, and bestowed on me by half a miracle { 
What a wretch is he, who, in his search after happiness, 
can pass by love ! 

C^ra."^ Returning Us «»rrw^/.)-r- Love is silent} and 
he who delights in tumult finds no trac^ of it% 

Ah. My Cora l-^My world ! 

Cora. My Alonzo !-^My all I 

£ii//r Rolla* 

Rol.^ Aff^ochei unobsem^ed^ and Sfei tbetr caresses. ) 
Thanks to the gods for this moment ! 
Ah, Rolla ! you here I 
Rol. I participate in your rapture. 
Ah. It is your work. 
Cora. Good Rolla, you have made me indescribably 

happy. 

Rol. Cora happy through Rolla f Ye monarchs of this 
world! what exchange can you offer me for this seiK 
sation ? 

Ah. Our brother! 

Cora. MoTethanbrothcF-<-Our friend! 



Roi, Rtgbtl make me arrogant. Let me level in your 
iiappiness. 

Cora, Shoukl this boy do less for yoii hereafter, than 
you have done for my Aionzo^ the curse of his mother 
be upon him, 

Rol. Enough I What I did, I did for Cora. She is 
^^PfYy ^^ 1 am rewarded. N<)Wy hear the counsel of a 
friend. Retire with your infant to the woods or mo^n- 
tains c 3FOU are not safe here. 

Jio. I have requested this in vain. 

Cera. Not safe with you and Alonzo 1 

Roi, The enemy is projecting a surprise. 

Ora. Well« are we not on pur guard i 

Rol. Victory rests in the hand of God. 

Cora. To fly with you will be easy to me. 

if/0. Spare yourself the terror which you must feel if 
. the battle be so near you. 

Cora. I know no terror, but when remote from you. 

Roi. You ca9 be pf no seijpvice to us ^ but VMy be the 
reverse. 

Certf. The reverse ! —-How so t 

Rol. You know we love you. If you be near us, wc 
shall feel alarmed while fighting, and shall always be re, 
treating to the place where you are. No lover can act 
as a chief, unless convinced that the object of his love is 
^t a distance, and in safety. 

Ah. Rolla is right. How could I make a passage into 
the throng of the enemy, while one Spaniard was left 
behind me, who might succeed in forcing his way to 
Cora? 

Cora. '^(Smiling. )— You wish to bribe my vanity, but 
the wife cannot listen to you. 

Alo. And is the mother deaf, too? 

Rol. Dp as you please. I have spoken the tru^br 

C4 



t4 PiCAJltCH AS II. 

: Jh. AIL our womea have oonoealed th^mselites, and 
you alone— 

Cl§ra. 1 rely firmly on the gods and ydu ; but if your 
peace require it, I will go wherever you direct. 

jflo. Good Cora, I thank you. 

Rol, The king appiK)ache$ to stcriftce. 

jih. Have you taken care td guard s^^st turpnso I 

R9i, J\l\ our posts are well guarded. 

^h. My armour.bearer is mtssing. He is nort a traitot 
to be sure, but an arrant dolt. 

Mol, Be not afraid. We are prepared. 

£i7/^r At A LI BA) surfundedfylTarrhrs, CeurtUrs^ 

Priefis andW^men^ 

" Ata. Welcome, brave AlonKo!— Your hand, my 
kinsman RoUa !•— /^7b Cora.) —Heaven bkas the teipp^ 
mother ! 

Cora, Heaven bless the £ather of his people! 

Ata, The childrens' welfare is the father's happiness* 
Well, my friends, what think our valiant warriors ? 

Alo. They shout with joy, ♦« Our king is in the midst 
Qf us." 

Rol, ** He shares our peril and fatigue.** 

Alo. " God and the king!** 

Rol, " Victory or death !'* 

Ata» I know my people. Whea this shield shall be 
liiU of holes, every one will place his breast before me, 

Alo, Make choice, then, of mine. 

RoL Forget not Rolla. 
' Cora,— ^f Raising her rAiW.)-— And here grows a defen* 
der of your son. 

Ata, Your affection is my wealth, and I feel that 1 
am rich. But say ; is the eiiemy still quiet ^ 

Rol, They are like a gatheiing thunder cloud. 
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At a. #ecminig^aiKl composure o)tr|Btot«cttl>n. 

RoL They fight for despicable lucre-— we for our na- 
tive land. 

Alo, They iMirff an adventurer to battle — we a mo- 
narch, whom w^ Ibve. 

Ata. And a (jod, whom we adore. — Come, friends, 
let us sacrifice to heaven. 

The Priests station themselves behind the 4ltar^ the King 
and the People on each Side of it. 

Chorus of Priests, 

Oh thou, thro* whom we live and mave. 
Smile on thy servants from above. -* 

The People, 

Let itot the infarftt Jisp in vjrrii, 
Nor d i sregard the pray *r of a ge : 
Oh grant our king a lengrhenM reign^ 
i And ^uai?d out land 'firom Spanisii rage4 

Chorus of Priests, ' 

Kneel, children of the sun, and pray 
To him who sheds the light of day. 

The People, 

Prostrate, with contrite hearts we bend 
To thee, who can'st protection send. 

While the King approaches^ and casts aromatic herbs upon 
the altdr^ the Priests sing tvith uplifted hands. 

Chorus of Priests* 

Hear us, oh. Godhead, weintreat; ^ 

Hear us, who praise thy holy name j 
And if the sacrifice be meet. 
Kindle it with propitious fiamef 
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J/mme descends^ and lights the sacrtfitg. 

The People, 

Behold 1 the smoke ascends I 
Our fav'ring God attends I 
His heav'nly sanction see I 
Out with the warlike steel. 
And make th' invaders feel 
Peru will still be free I 

fn/rraPERUVlAify breathless. 

Per. The enemy I— 

Jta, How near ? 

Rol. Where? • 

Per. From the summit of the hill I observed their 
camp. They are approaching, 

RoL We know enough. 

Ata, Let the women and children be conducted to a 
place of safety. 

Cora, Oh, Alonzo I 

Alo* We shall meet again. 

Cora, Heaven protect thee and him ! 

Aia. Away! The moments are precious. 

Cora, Farewell, K\or\zo.-^(Tbe tvi*ues hang on the 
necks of their husbands \ the children on the knees of their 
fathers,) 
. Ah, Go. Do not unman me, 

Cora, I go. Be a hero— but spare ypurself, if you can. 

Rol, -^f Mournfully,) — Not a word to me, Cora ? 

Cora,-^ Giving him her hand,)^B!^in^ my Alonzo 
back. 

Ata. Go4 be with you and us I 

Cora, God be with you ! 

iExit rufith the priests, and other tvomen. 
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Am* — (^ra*ws his /toor*/.)— Come, my friends ! 

RoL We follow thee, 

Ata. You, Aloiizo, will defend the narrow pass be« 
tweea the mountains. You, RoUa, will receive the ene- 
my in the wood on the right. I will in person command 
the centre, and fight until I falL 

RoL You shall not fall without us. 

Ata. You live for my son— my son for vei^eance. 

Aio, Conquest to our gracious monarch I 

RoL At night we will thank the gods. 

At0, Be the word of attack, ^* God and our native 
land 1" {^Exit. 0s Kolla. is goingj Wonzo tictainsbim* 

Ah. Rolla, another vford. 

Rol. Battle is the only word no^. 

Aio. A word of Cora. "^ • 

Rol. Of Cora! Speak, 

Aio, What will be the event of the next hour f 

Rol, Victory or death. 

Aio, Victory to you, and death to me : or perhaps the 
reverse. 

Rol. We may both fall. 

Aio. Should that be the case, my wife and child are 
recommended to God and the king. God will console*-* 
the king protect them. 

Rol. On that you may rely. 

Aio. But should I only fall, thou, RoUa, art my heir. 

Rol. How am I to understand this ? 

Aio. Be Cora thy wife, and my child thine. 

Rol. Be it so. 

Aio. You promise this, and give me your hand as a 
pledge you will abide by it. 

Rol, If Cora consent— 

Aio. Deliver it to her as my last wish. 

Rol. I will. 

4I9, And my blessing to my infant. 
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Roi, fenougK, my friend! At the hour of attack, I 
hear the shout of battle with greater pileasure than the 
hist injunctions of a husband and a father. 

Jlo, I know not what presage oppresses me. Never 
ciid I before labour under these sensations. 

Rol. Away to battle \ 

Ah. But another request. Let me be buried under fhc 
palm-tree, where we were wont to sit at evening, and Re- 
tire thither wifh Cora as heretofore, 'fhen, if m^ bby 
pluck a small flower from my grave, or the evening ie. 
phyrs whisper through the leaves — then think of m^. 

Rol. — (Agitated. ) — No more of these fancies? I 

Alo. — (Seizing bis band, )-^T hen think of me. 

Rol. We will. 

Alo. Now, away to battle! 

Rol. You to the left ; I to the right. We shall meet 
again. 

Alo, — Here, or — (pointing to beaven) — there. 
" Rol. Hert f Here ! 

Alo. God grant it. 

Rol, Out with our swords l-^j^Draivs.) 

Alo, — (DraT.vs.) — For the king and Cora ! 

Rol. For Cora an:i the king ! [Exeunt, 

Nobody remains f but an Old Man and a Boy. 

Old M. Are they gone ? 

Boy. All are gone. 

Old M. Oh, that I were not blind! Then would I 
s^izeasword, and die honoumblyt 

Boy. Will you go into the hut ? 

Old M. No, my child. Lead me to the altar.; — (Boy 
f^^yj.)— Here let me stand. Are we qiiite alone ? 

Boy, Yes. They are all gone. My father is with the 
army ; and I don*t know where my mother is. 



Old M» I amafraidfor yojLi, poordxild. 

Boy. V\\ stay with you, grandfather. 

Old M. What will you do, if the enemy ^houlci eoroc I 
Boy, I'll tell them you are old and blind. 

Old ilf. They will <irag you away. 

Boy. Oh no ; for they must see that you can't walk 
without me. [^ noise is beard at a distapce 

OldM. Alas! The battle is begun. Go, child, mount 
upon the grave of your grandmother, and climb fhc 
tree which I planted there. You may ^ee the field 
fcom it. 

Boy, Shall I leave you to stand here alone ? 

OldM, I stand at the altar. God is abpve me, and 
pear me. po, s^nd tell me what you hear ainl see, — 
(Tbe Boy goes, and climbs the iree.y—Thh is the first 
battle which has been fought without me. But a few 
years fince \ could bend a bow as well as any Inca ; now 
i can pnly hear the clashing of the swords and shields, 
without being able to assist myself and others. Yet, at 
each warlike shout, 'at every trumpet's clang, my hand 
involuntarily seeks the sword where it no longer hai^s. 
Well, boy, what do you see ? 

Boy, A great deal of dust and smoke. 

OldM. The dus^ I well know, for I have often swal- 
lowed it ; but the smoke, no doubt, proceeds from the 
tubes which roar and vomit fire like the dreadful moun- 
tain Catacunga. — (Calling to the boy.) — Tell me further. 

Boy. When the smoke disperses, I perceive our troops. 

Old M, Do they advance ? 

Boy. They ai;e standing in the plain. 

Old M. That too is well. Do you see the Inca's 
banner E 

Boy. Yes. It is in the centre. 

OldM. Thanks to the gods! The king is then alive. 

Bdy. Now I see the enemy's arms glittering ^ 
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OUM. Fmxed! Proceedf 

J*f . The enemy are not made like xa* 

Old M. Yes, they are, my child. 

M9jf- They afemnch hirger, and swifter. 

OU M. Because they zx^ mounted on fleet animals. 

B9f. Now they mix themselves with our troops. 

OUM. Andfidl? 

B^y, The Inca's banner is Tamshed. 

Old M. Oh, dreadfhl \ 

Mwjf, Our wardors retreat* 

Old Jf. My sword ! My sword I I wifi away to battle. 
Blessed son, let me but once more behold thy light* 

S9jf, A thick cloud conceals them all. 

Old If. Wretch that I am, in having lived to witness 
such a day f Can T do nothing for my country ? Ves, t 
can pray, at least. — (Kneels^ and emh-aces the altar, )'^ 
Ye gods, whose rage subdues us, oh cease the destroc* 
tion of a natioA, which worships you with fervent reve« 
rence. Protect ypur son, the worthy Inca, and let him 
not fidl by the hands of spoilers. 

^•y. A small troop approaches* 

Old M. Are they enemies? 

Boj^. I only see the dnst. 

Old M. Fly, my boy. Fly to the mountains* 

Bojf. The points of their lances glitter. 

Old M* Then they are Peruvians. 

J?*y. They hasten hither. 

Old M. Come down. 

Boj^, At a distance all is confosiorr. 

Old Af. Our warriors are still flghtii^ X 

Bej^. Yes» but they slowly retreat. 

OldM, Retreat I Ye cruel gods! Come, boy^ comf 
down. 

Boy.'^DescendingJ) — Shall we seek my mother ? 

OldM. A grave, my child, a grave. 
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Enter At A Lift A wounded ^ and accompanied hy re*verai 

Warriors. 

Ata. Here let mc rest — and die, if it must be so. 

A Soldier. We will stay with you, 

Ata. No. Return. You are wanted. 

SoL But your wound— 

^/a. Is not dangerous. Go. Avenge your fallen bre^ 
thren. . Go, I command you. lExeun/nvarriors, 

Ata.-^( Leans on the altar. J-^JvLst Heavens! what 
have I done to merit this? 

Old M. I hear some one^ but cannot see him. Who 
krt thou, whose complaints assail my ear ? 

Ata^ One who is forsaken, and prays for death. 

Old M. Is the king alive } 

Ata. He is. 

Old M. Then thou art not forsaken. Ataliba protect:) 
the meanest of his subjects. 

Ata. And who protects him ? 

Old M. The gods. 

Ata. Their anger lies heavy on him. 

Old M. That cannot be. He never has infringed on 
justice, never oppressed the weak. He has never feasted 
his courtiers on the peasant's labour, and never shut his 
hand to poverty, or his ear to a petition. 

Ata. '-"f Aside. y-^h^ God I thou hast interwoven one 
of the sweetest moments with the bitterest hour of my 
existence. Good old man, dost thou know the king^? 

Old M. Yes, I have often seen him ; and but a fewr 
years since I fought at his side against Hu&scar. 

Ata. How long wert thou in his service ? 

Old M. Fifty-four years. 

Ata. Has the king rewarded thee? 

Old M. Do I not enjoy repose among my friends? . 
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Jia. Nothing more ? 
' Old Mm I $ this nothing ? Oh 1 a knights datyt much 
when he ensures peace and repoae to his subjects. 

Jta, He owed thee more. 

Old M. Say not that. My grand-children daily relate 
to me how happy he makes his subjects. With reve- 
rence I hear it, and rejoice. 

Ata. — (Much affected.) — Do all thy brethren think 
like thee } 

OldM. They do. 

Ata, Why should I fear to die ? How is this? ' I no 
longer feel my wound. 

OldM. Are you wounded! Boy, fetch my balsam 
from the hut. \^Exit Boy. 

Ata. I thank thee. *Tisbut my arm— 

Old M, But you should not have left the king. 

Ata. One of my tendons is cut, and I cannot fight. 

Old M. Then you should have grasped your sword in 
your left hand. 

(Perwvianfughh/es run paft.) 

Per, All is lost 1 Save yourselves! Save yourselves 1 

Ata. — (To one of the laft) — Hold, I command thee.-* 
(The Perwvian obeys . ) — W here is Aloftzo I 

Per. I have not seen him. 

Aia, Where is Rolla? 

Per, In tlie midst of the enemy. 

Ata. And thou hast forsaken thy leader? 

Per. ^ Ashamed. )^'\ have lost my sword. 

Ata. There ! take mine, and die worthy of thy 
Country. 

Per. — (Hafiening back ivitb the /*tjyor^.>-*Death alone 
shall ro,b me of this gift. 

Old M.^(Calling after him.J-^ls the king alive?. 
Oh, he no longer hears me. 

Ata, The king is alive. ' 
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Enter a Peruvian mortally ^wounded. 

Per. — {Reels to Ataliba, and falls at his feet ^)-^HGre 
let me die. 

Ata, Is all lost ? 

Per. All. 

Ata. Is Rolla fallen ? 

Per, Alonzo is fallen, but Rolla still defends himself, 

jita. — {If^itb beart-felt sorrotv.)^T^^onzo\ Heavens! 

Old M. You enquire not after the king. 

Ata,-^(Talung the loounded Peruvian's sword.) — Give 
me thy sword. It is of no more use to thee. 

Per. My gracious monarch, what will you do? 

Ata. Embitter the triumph of the enemy, and bury 
myself beneath the ruins of my kingdom. 

Old M. Heavens 1 You are Ataliba ! 

Ata. Let them come, lam prepared. 

( Rol la' s *votce is beard at a distance. ) 

RoL Rally! Rally! Return, ye cowards! Hither te 
me ! 'Tis Rolla calls you. 

Several voices. Here we are, valiant Rolla ! We fol- 
low thee. 

RoL'^{More r^r/fio/^.)— For God and the king! To 
battle I 

Ata. My noble Rolla lives. I still may hope. 

Old M. Good king ! You so near mc! Poor blind old 
man that I am ! 

Ata, Thy affection, venerable man, has been a com fort 
to me in a bitter hour. 

Old M. — (To nvbom the Boy has in the mean timf 
brought the balsam.) — Let my trembling had dro^ this 
healing balsam on your wound. 

D 
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Ata, Give me it. I thank thee. 

OhdM, Would I could offer more than this and my 
prayers ! Go, boy, climb the tree again. — ( The boy obeys. 

Per. >^f Writhing at Ataliba'^s/^^/,)— Son of the Sun ? 
Bless me — I die — 

Aia, Thou diest for thy native country* God bless 
fheel 

Per, God bless— our worthy king F [ Dies, 

Jta.^^L9oklng on him .'wkb emotion, y — Blood of a 
subject, costly pledge entrusted to my care, I have not 
shed thee wantonly • 

€ld M, Boy, what do you see? 

Boy, Friends»aiid foes are so intermixed that I cannot 
distinguish them. 

Old M, Which retreat ? 

Boy. Neither. 

Ata, Ohy ye Gods, if you demand a victim, I am 
prepared to fall— But spare my people, 

B^y. Here and there a hat with aplume upon it disap- 
pears. 

Old M, Those are the Spaniards. Strike, valiant 
comrades t Beat them down ! 

Boy* I can distinguish Rolki. 

Ata. Stands he firm ? 
• Boy, As a rock. His sword glitters from side tA side 
Kke lightning. 

Old M. He i*the favourite of the Gods. 

Ata, Of Gods and i^en* 

Boy, They retreat. 

Old M, Who ? 

Boy, The Spaniards. 

Old M, — fWltb enthusto'stie rafture.)—l^ovf is the 
time! Force them back! There lies one, and there 
another! March over their bodTes! No compassion F 
Down with them all ! Forwards t Forwards ! 
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Ata. What youthful fire glowi in this veteran's breasti 
■ Boy. They fly. 

Oid M,-^ Leaguing the altar ^ and griping arotind 
i^j».}-— Hal They fly 4 Porsiie thecal Annihilate the 
whole race ! Where am f ^ Where am I? 

Boy.'^Sbouting.)'^HiizzA\ They fly. 

J ta.^( Sinking at tbe ai4ar,)^^Oh, Godl thouluut 
rewarded my confidence in liiy protection. 

B9y. — (Descending.)^ disAiiictly saw them fly* The 
I nca's banner Hosfcted behiod them, 

[Reconducts bis grandfather to the^har. 

Old M. Son of the Sun» let me kiss thy hand. A -tear 
of joy is trickling from my €y«. Sou of the Sun, let 
it fall upon thy hand. 

Ata. — ( Rising f and giving bimlsis band'.)'^'^t us re- 
turn thanks to lieaven. 

■Old M. Tears of joy are the most accepitable thanks, 
giving. 

(Tbe Peruvian, to *wbdm Ataliba lent bis sivordj rushes 

hreatbless on the stage*) 

Per. The victory is cur's. 

Ata. Thou messenger of joy 1 

Per. ^Laying like 4'mord at hisfiet.) — Inca, there is 
your sword — I have not dishonoured it. 

Jta» Keep it, ai# jrecoUect this day. 

Per. Let me> gracious king, forget this day, and take 
your sword again. I couid ndt show it to my children. 

Ata. -^{Pointing JO tbe s^ord.) — l^not that the blood 
of the enemy ? Rise. Thy disgrace is waslied away. 
Now ^11 mt how you conquered. 

Per. RoUa wrested the conquest from the conquerors. 
He seenr^ed inspired by some superior power. When all 
were flying, when the enemy, whose swords were tired 

D z 
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of slaughter, were still firing on the fugitives, Rolla 
threw himself in their way. He begged — he threatened. 
Lightning darted from his eyes ; thunder rolled from his 
lips ; and then again words melodious as the cygnet's 
song. At one time he directed his sword against the fn. 
gitives, at another against his own breast. Thus did he 
rally Onr confounded warriors, and brandishing with his 
left arm the banner of the Inca, he renewed the attack. 
Secure of victory, the Spaniards were already plunder- 
ing the slain, and their thick ranks were broken. With 
the Gods and Rolla at our head, a moment decided the 
victory. Here fell a foe unable to defend himself, there 
ran another with a cry of anguish. The field was ours. 
«< Hold !*' cried Rolla. « Huzza!" shouted the army ; 
and I hastened hither. 

Ata, Where is the hero ? Where is my Rolla ? 

Fer, He approaches. 

Ata, Now do I feel that even kings are poor. 

Enter Rolla ijolth the Inca's banner ^ dn tvbicb beams an 
image of the Sun^ accompanied by a numerous train of 
Warriors, At A Li B A hastens toivards him, 

Rol,-^ Kneels y and lays the banner at the iing^sfeet.) 
Thou art victorious. 

Ata. — f Embracing him.) — My friend! My giiatdian 
angel ! 

The People^ Long live Rolla t 

Ata, -^f Takes an emblem of the Sun, made of diamonds^ 
*whichi suspended by a golden chainy adorned his breast^ 
0nd hangs it upon Rolla.) — In the name of the people, 
whose preserver thou hast bfen, I bestow on thee tliis 
token of my gratitude. The tears, which have fallen on 
it, 4^cii4rc more plainly what thy monavch feels. 



Rol, — (Rhtng,)'-'! was but an instrument in the hand 
of Heaven. 

O/d 31, Unhappy that I am, who can but hear of these 
heroic deeds I 

jita. Let us away to the women, who so anxiously 
await us. 

Jtol. Where is my friend Alonzo ? 

Jiia,^fSorro'wfuUy.)'^W\i]x the Gods. 

Rol, Wretch that I am ! 

A Perwvian, I saw him fall. 

Another, He was made a prisoner. 

The First, I am sure I saw him fall. 

The Second, I am as certain that 1 saw him led away. 

^o/. Poor Cora I 

Ata, The victory is dearly bought. 

The First, He fell, but he is alive. 

The Second, I heard him call for help, at a distance. 

Rol, And Rolla heard him not. 

Ata, The Gods required a victim. Our friend is* 
lost— our native country saved. The peoples* triumph 
overpowers oiir complaints. Let us to the wives now 
become widows, to the mothers whofn this battle- has 
deprived of children. To dry the tears of sorrow is a 
monarch's happiest duty, 

Rol, — fin despair,)— •- Am I doomed to see Cora with- 
out him ? * [ Exit Ataliba. Allfollo^^ him. 



END OF ACT H. 
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ACT III. 

Scene, an open Place in a Wood. 

Several Women and Children are disco*vered in Grouft f 
among tbemCotik^ nvho has laid her Infant under a 
Tree upon a Bed of Moss » 

Cora.'^f Stoops to the child.) — Still dost thou sleep^ 
sweet boy ? Wilt thou not yet open thy blue eyes, that 
thy mother may rejoice at their resembls^nce to thy fa- 
ther's }'^ Sorronvfully raising hers f If. )'^M'ds\ where are 
thy father's eyes? Do they still see the light of day? 

One of the Women.^^( Looking toixtards a bill at a dis' 
tance,)'^X.vL\\<{\x^ \ do you see nothing ? 

A Female Voice, — (Behind the scenes. )^-^l saw great 
clouds of dust a short time since, but they are blown 
away. 

A Woman* The battle must soon be decided. 

Another, As I ,was standing on the hill, I heard the 
clash of arms. 

A Third. We all heard the thundering tubes of the 
Spaniards. 

Second, The Gods protect our husbands ! 

Cora,'^ Aside raising her bands.)~^G^ be with thee, 
my Alonzo I 

The First Woman. Xuliquat do you see nothing ? 

XuL — (at a distance.) — The sun dazzles me. 

First Woman. Our father looks down upon us. The 
Son of the Sun will conquer. 

Cora.'^(LoMngat her child.) — See ! A gnat has stung 
\{\vci.'^f Pans him nvith a branch.) — Oh, Alonzo I thy 
poor wife is lamenting the. sting of an insect, when, per* 
haps, an arrow is rankling in thy heart. 
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First Woman, Xuliqua! do you sec nothing ? 

XuL' — fAt a distance, J — I see a man haslening hither} 
and another at a greater distance^ 

TheW&men, Thank Heaven! Thank Heaven! Mes- 
sengers from our husbands ! 

XuL — (Jpp€ariag»)-r--Tht first disappeared among the 
trees, and must soon be here, 

Cora. — (Trembling, y^My heart will spring from my 
bosom. 

J Woman, There he is I 

£«/^r <j Peruvian, hreafbtess. 

Per, We are vanquished 1 Saveyourselves.t— fTVj^ «uj«- 
men shriek, Cora sinks at the side 0/ her child,) — Save 
yourselves I All is lost t The king is wounded — Perhaps 
already dead. 

The Women , Oh day of horror 1 

Cora,'-^(In a ii^eak 'voice, J — And Alonzo? 

Per, I have not seen him. 

Women. Whither shall we fly ? 

Per. Further into the wood* 

Women, Away, then 1— Fly 1 — Flyl 

Cora, 1 cannot. \,Tbe nmmen arc going. 

Enter another Peruvian. 

Per. Whither so fast i We may still cheri«h hope. 
Women, Hope! 

Per, Rolla has rallied the fugitives. He toils and 
rages like a wounded lion. 

Women, Rolla I The favourite of the Gods 1 
Cora, AndAlonzo? 
Per. I have not seen bim^ 
Women. Is the king wounded ? 
Per. Yes, he was carried from the field. 
Women* Why was he not brought hither ^ 

D4 
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Per, It was too far for his exhausted strength. I saw 
his sacred blood flow from his arm. 

J Woman.^(Kneels,)'-Vt9y for thee Inca'slife. 

All the fTomen.-^C Kneeling. )^Yt Gods, protect the 

Son of the Sun ! 

Cora, — (Raising herself upon her knees ivitb difficulty.) 
Oh^ only God, preserve my Alonzo! Boy, clasp thy 
little hands together, and pray for thy fether. 

J third Peruvian appears. 

Per, Joy! Joy! — We are victorious. 

ITomfn,-^ Springing up:)~'V^e\coxne, thou messenger 
of comfort!— (^///«rrow«^i&iw, and almost o^verpoiver 
him 'with their caresses,) 

Per, Leave me.— I can no more— 

UTomen, Is the king alive ? 

Per. He is. 

Women, Tell us more. 

Per, Rolla gained the victory. 

Women, Blessings on Rolla! 

Cora, And Alonzo? 

Per, I have not seen him. 

Women, Away, away to our brothers and husbands! 

Per, Stay! They will soon be here. ' 

Women, Here! Are they coming hither? 

Per, They are close upon me. 

Women, Let us break branches from the trees, dnd 
make garlands for the heroes. 

All, Garlands! Garlands for the conqyerorsf 

- \,Tbey break off branches , 

Cora, — (Mournfully,)— ^o one has Seen him! Oh, my 
son ! hast thou still a father ? 

A march is heard at a di fiance, 

J Woman, Ha! they come. Look, sisters, how tri. 
umphantly the warriors approach. Raise the children 
high in the air, that they may lisp the conquerors' praises. 
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fjfs the march dratus nearer ^ the *W9fnen unite in ajb^ut 
of triumph. J 

AIL Hail ! Hail to tlw Children of the Sun t— Joy 
to Rolla, the conqueror! — ^Blessingson Ataliba, our fa- 
ther and our kingi 

Enter Ataliba, Rolla, and part o/the arn^y. All the' 
ivmen mix themselves 'with the ivarrierSf and cr$WM 
Ataliba and Rolla ivith garlands. 

Ata, I thank you, my children. 

Some Women* Gracious Inca, we hear you arc wound- 
ed. Where ? We have healing balsam pressed from herbs. 

Ata, I thank you. Beat ease. My wound is trifling; 
and victory has been a balsam to it. 

Rolla stands in gloomy meditation, 

Cora.'^fWbo, ivitb her child in her arms, has ran 
through the assembly in search o/* Alonzo, returns in despair 
to Rolla.) — Where is Alonzo ? — (^RoUa turns a'way, and 
is silent. Cora falls at the king's feet,) — Give me my 
husband. Restore his father to this child. 

A ta,'^f Dissembling, )^'ls Alonzo not yet here? 

Cora. You expect him, then? 

Ata. — (Raising her.) — ^With anxiety. 

Cora. He is not dead ? 

Ata, The Gods will hear my prayer. 

Cora. He is not dead i 

Ata. He lives in my heart. 

Cora. Oh, Inca, these dubious expressions are torture 
to me. Deflroy me by one blow. Am I a widow? Is 
this child an orphan ? 

Ata. Why, dear Cora, will you diminish our small 
hopes by sad presages ? 

Cora. Small ! yet still hopes 1 What nieans this ? Speak, 
Rolla ; thou art a friend of truth. 

Rol. Alonzo is missing. 
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.Com. Missing! I do not understand the term. You 
too equivocate. Oh, let not thy lightning glance aside ; 
Wunch it directly on my head. Say not he is missing, 
but — he is dead. 

Rol, Shall I say what is not true. 

Cora, Thanks to the Gods if it be not true. But is 
there, then, no one among you, compassionate enough to 
rid me of this horrible suspence ? Stretch out thy little 
hands, poor child. Perhaps thy supplication may ef- 
fect more than thy mother's anguish. 
. Rol. Alonzo is a prisoner. 

Cora, A prisoner I In the hands of the Spaniards! Oh, 
then he is dead. 

Ata, Why dead? I will immediately dispatch a herald 
to ofter a large ransom for his liberty. 

Cora, A ransom ! — Where arc my jewels ? — (Fetches a 
basket ivhich lay behind a tree,) — Where is >hc herald/ 

Ata. Will not Cora allow me the happiness of pur- 
chasing my friend's release ? 

Cora, A ransom for my husband, and I to retain any 
thing but the clothes I wear ! 

Some of the Women, — (After hanjing ^whispered amMg 
each other f bring caskets, )'~^Htxe^ Cora ! Take our jewels, 
which we intended to have saved. We give them from 
our hearts. 

Cora, — (Falling on their necks,) — Oh, my friends! 

At a. -^(Looking to*wards hea'ven.)'^! thank thee, oh 
God, for having beftowed on me such subjects. 

Cora, Take these, Ataliba, and dispatch the herald. 

Ata, Instantly.— /^G/T^^# the caskets to his attendants,) 

Cora, I will myself accompany him; and him who is 
not attracted by gain, my tears shall move to compassion. 

Ata, No, Cora. That I dare not allow. You would 
i>nly expose yonr Imsband and yourself to greater dan.^ 
^c rs. Await the return of the herald. 



Cora. Teach me to live till then. 
Ata, Let not the duties of the wife make you iorget 
those of the mother. Would you entrust your infant to' 
a stranger*s care ? or would you let it be the prey of 
these wild Spaniards?— -You yourself! — ^You with thos^ 
charms among barbarians !*- You risk your life, your 
honour, your infant! Instead of rescuing A lonzo, youf 
beauty would rivet his chains more closely. Stay, dear 
Cora: remember you are a mother, 

Cora. — (To her child.) — I will not forget it. 
Aia. I go to offer sacrifice, to return thanks in the 
name of my country, and to pray for Alonzo. 

Cora, ph give me, ere you go, your royal promise that 
Alonzo shall return this evening. 
Ata. Can I do that? 

Cora, Can you not?— -Oh I then his death Is still pos* 
sible. Why so silent, poor orphan? Cry, cry aloud I 
Demand your father of this man. For this man he died, 
Ata. You rend my heart. Shall I mourn less than 
you, if Alonzo do not return ? I shall have lost a friend. 
A wife may again find anaffectionate husband, but where 
can a king find a friend? 

[,Exit *with the ivarriors and 'women, 

Manent Cora and RoUa. 

Cora. Sad consolation ! Poor child, what will become 
of thee ? 

Rol. Do not despair, Cora. Confide in the Gods, 

Cora. Alas! they have forsaken me. 
. Rol. They have formed friendship to be a balsam for 
every wound. 

Cora. Not for mine. 

Rol. They have planted ^he tree of hope upon the 
soil of grief. 
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Cora, To me it is withered. 

Rol, Your despair destroys its blossoms. Anguish 
makes you ungrateful. What the Gods bestowed upon 
you by a miracle, they ckn by a miracle preserve for 
you. 

Cora, And if not— If Alonzo — Oh, I cannot utter it ! 

Rol, Is your child fatherless while Rolla lives? 

Cora, Can you supply the place of his mother too i 
Or do you think I shall survive the loss of my Alonzo ? 

Rol, For your infant's sake, I do. 

Cora, Shall it draw blood from my bosom? Shall it 
be daily bathed in the tears of its mother ? 

Rol, The lenient hand of time, our monarch's friend* 
ship, my affection — 

Cora, Away with your friendship and affection! 
Would you give the peasant, whose crop has been de- 
Sfroyed, a handful of grass? 

Rol, Hear then, Alonzo*s friend, if you reject your 
own. 

Cora, Alonzo's friend ! who was not that > 

Rol, His last words before the battle — 

Cora, Hi^ast words! Speak! 

Rol, He entrusted two dear pledges to me— a blessiqg 
for his child, and a request to you. 

Cora. A request! The last! Name it l 

Rol,^(ff^itb gloomy reser'ue,)^*' Should I fall," 
said he, and trembling seized my hand, " be Cora thy 
wife." 

Cora, Thy wife! 

RoL I promised, and we parted. 

Cora. Oh! what a dreadful light breaks in upon my 
mind ! Alonzo I thou hast fallen a sacrifice to thy un. 
suspecting heart. Hadst thou been silent, instead of be- 
^ucathing these wretched charms to a deceitful heir— 



RoL What a horrible suspicion takes possession of thy 
mindl 

Cora. 'Tis dear. You sent him where death was inevi- 
table. His valour easily led him into the snare which 
•you had laid for him. He went — he flew — he rushed 
upon the swords of the enemy; while you, from afar, 
beheld him with a smile. 

RoL — f^lte astonished.) — Coral 

Cora, Confess — you could have saved him — but tho 
inheritance occurred to you. — He fell — you turncdaway. 

Rol, Oh, Sun! must I live to hear this? 

Cora, You did not murder him~why should the wi- 
dow, then, blame you ? The hand you offer to her is not 
stained with her husband's blood — you were but a 
looker-on. 

Rol, This is too much. 

Cora. And this last request — who* knows whether it 
ever fell from my Alonzo's lips ? The dead cannot con- 
tradict the assertions of the living. 

Rol, Cora, take my sword, and kill me. 

Cora. Why not live for love — for an affection, whose 
blossoms spring from your friend Alonzo's grave ? But as 
you heard his wish, hear, too, my oath. Sooner shall my 
son draw poison from this bosom, than I call thee hus- 
band—he call thee father. 

Rol. Call me then your friend, your protector. 

Cora. Begone from me! I know no other protector 
than the Almighty. With this child on my arm will I 
hasten to the field of battle, turn over every corpse, and 
seek in every countenance, convulsed by death, the smile 
of my Alonzo. I'll call on him with shrieks, until *thc 
veinsof my bosom burst; and if one spark of life still 
animate his frame, he wtll liear me, and once more raise 
his eye-lids. But, if I find him not — 'tis well, my son — 
we will rush to the camp of the enemy. The Spaniards 
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too are men. This infant's smile shall make a passage 
for me through a thousand swords. Who will molest a 
wife and her child in search of a husband and a father ? 
Come, my son. We are every where secure. An infadt 
at its mother's breast has nature's passport tkrongh thfe 
world. [£jri#. 

HqI^ — (Stands long in gloomy slUnctf tvhb hit eyes «- 
netted upon the earth, Zui onee is be overfonjoered ivhB 
griff f and exclaims in great ^/«oriOTf,)^This to me! — 
(He again sinis into meditatian ; his eye roiis ; and ke 
SfiYS *w'itb a manly resolution, J-^l will compel her to 
respect me. [£*//. 



SCENE. 



PizARHO^s Teni. 



Pizzaro // discoiffred, ivalking to and fro nvitb nvildand 

gloomy looks* 

Piz. Fortune, thou stripling's harlot, the arm of a 
man is too uncouth for thee. He who has still down 
upon his chin, and soft unwrinkled cheeks, is flattered 
and caressed by thee ; but on the man whose brow is 
ploughed with wisdom's furrows, thou turn'st thy back ! 
Thou painted monster, roll thy wheel, if such thy plea- 
sure, Vermy mangled corse-^Vengeance, vengeance, 
only on Alonzo ! Smile but once more upon me, and be 
that smile Alonzo's death. 

EnterEhriXA, 

Who comes there ? Who dared to let you enters Where 

! is my centincl ? . ' 



Ehv, Your centinel did what he ought, *• Who goes 
there ?'» *« I, Elvira." " Back I" «*Why?" «* Pi- 
zarro chuses to be alone, and has given the strictest 
orders—" My gentle look glided from hrs bristly hair 
do«rn . to his clotted beard ; the halberd sunk ; and — 
here I am. 

Pi%, "What want you here? 
£/«i;. To see how a hero bears misfortune. 
Fix, Did you not see me, when our army fted, fell to 
the earth the coward fugitive ? Did you not» when a 
thousand heads hung down, see mine alone towering 
aloft in stern contempt of fate? 

Eln). I did : but thoroughly to know the hero, I must 
likewise see him in.his tent. To be great among men, 
is nojt always to be intrinsically great. Many a one trem- 
bles in the lonely night, who, when in sight of thousands, 
boldly defies death. 

P/«. Well, you now see me here, 'Am I disgnised by 
lorrow? Do you hear any fruitless lamentation ? 

Eli>. Lamentation! That only becomes monks and 
Women. But you are incensed, and that is wrong. 

Piz. Shall I open a ball with you, because the sword 
has slain the bravest of my army ? 

El'v, You should be cold and silent as the night when 
fhe thunder-§torm has ceased its lage : cold and silent as 
the grave on the evening which precedes the resurrection* 
Then at the dawn of morning, animated with fresh vi- 
gour, enlivened by another sini, the hero will step forth* 
Fiz» Elvira! Why were not all my men to-day women 
iike thee ? 

El'v, Then had I to-day hailed thee king of Qjiito. 
Yet even now we stand upon the bank. The crow n^ 
which swims before us in a tide of blood, has not yet 
disappeared. Summon fresh courage, and once more 
boldly spring into the stream. 
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Piz, Oh, Elvira! weak are my hopes, as long as this 
Alonzo, this scourge of my existence, leads the enetny. 

El'v. I forgot to tell you— Alonzo is your prisoner t 

Piz. How ! 

Ei'v. Some of our soldiers, but a moment since, drag^ 
ged him in triumph through the camp. ^ 

Piz. — (Embracing her.) — ^^Woman! what tidings dost 
thou bring! Alonzo my prisoner! Then am I the con- 
queror. 1 Iiave subdued the enemy. 

Ell}, In truth, you make me curious to see the man of 
whom Pizarro is afraid. 

Piz , W h ere i s he ? — G uard s I 

Enter Guards. 

Conduct the Spanish prisoner hither instantly. 

ZExcunt Guards. 

El'v^ What will you do with him ? 

Piz. He shall die by tortiu-es prolonged till 

Ell/. Shame on yon! What will posterity say? That 
Pizarro could not conquer till Alonzo had been mur- 
dered. 

Piz, Immaterial! 

Ehj. What a word in your mouth ! I require not that 
your actions be always noble, but let them be always 
great, 

Piz. And what do you advise ? 

£/«y. Give him a sword, and challenge him to single 
combat. 

Piz. He has betrayed his native land — perhaps his 
God. A traitor merits not a hero's death. 

El'v. Do as you will ; but if you murder him, Elvira 
is loft to you for ever. 

Piz, Why this interest in the fate ofone unknown to 
you ? What is he to you ? 



Att III. HZARRO. 49 

Elnj, He is nothing— your glory every thing. Think 
you that I love you? No. I love your glory. 

Fix, My heart thirsts not for fame, but vengeance. I 
have sworn it, and I am a Spaniard. 

Enter Alonzo /» chains^ 

Elvira suweys blm njottb a mixture of curiosity and 

admiration. 

Fix. Welcome, Don Alonzo de Molina. It is long 
since we have seen each other. 

Jllo, And still see each other too soon. 

Piz. To judge by your appearance, you have lived on 
dainty fare. 

Alo. I have not been fed with blood and rapine. 

Pise. You are married too, I hear. Perhaps you are 
a father? 

^h. Do you lament that you cannot murder my infant 
in its mother's womb } 

Pix.'^Cintb a furious /oal.y— Boy ! 

El'v, You are answered properly. Why treat him with 
derision ? 

Piz, Who appointed you his advocate ? 

El^v. To rail at the vanquished is mean. 

Piz. Begone 1 

Elfv. I will not. 

Piz, Shall I use force ? 

El'v. Force! — (Sbeivs a dagger.) 

Alo. Noble youth, who are you ? I never saw you till 
to.4ay. 

Elm. If I be noble, of what consequence is my name 
to you I 

Alo, Have compassion on yourself. To defend rae is ti> 
attempt to rob the tiger of his prey. 

E 
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Fiz. And this tiger is justice. 

Jlo. What a name dost thou profane! 

P/jg. Thou hast betrayed thy native land. 

Alo, Was I born among robbers ? 

Piz, Thourenegadot 

jdlo. That is false. 

Piz. Thy wife is a heathen. 

Jlo, God judges from the heart. 

Piz. And rewards according to desert. 

Jlo. Above, he does. 

Piz. Thy moments are counted. Defend thyself, if 
thou can'st. 

Jlo, Where are my judges? 

Pix. Can* St thou ask i 

Jlo. Art thou the despot here ? 

Piz. Would*st thou appeal to tl^ assembled coimcil ? 

Jlo. If Las Casas be ^n^ong you, I would. If not, I 
may spare my words. 

Piz. How willingly does rashness support itself upon 
another's folly 1 

Jlo. Folly I Oh God ! let me die in the folly of Las 
Casas. 

Piz, Thou art nearer the goal of thy wishes than thou 
dost imagine. 

Jlo. Think' St thou to alarm me ? 

Piz. But were Las Casas sitting in my place, what 
won Id' St thou say to him ? 

Jlo. What would I say? Hand in hand with him 

■» 

would I wander through the fertile fields of Qjiito. 
"See," I would say, "how every thing around us 
blooms and prospers ; how here the plough turns up the 
uncultivated soil, and there the swelling seed ripens to 
crown our hopes. This is my 'work. Sec how content- 
ment smiles on e^^erycheek, because the gentle precepts 
of humanity and justice liave anmhilated barbaruus 
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laws. This is my tvork. See how on cvety side looks full 
of meek devotion arc raised in supplication to the only 
true God. This is my Work, Then would Las Casa» 
clasp me in his arms, and shed his blessing on me with a 
tear. Do»t thou now comprehend how I can smile at 
death? 

Pi%, Thou art still as thou hast ever been — an enthu^ 
siast. 

Ah, Oh I could I forfeit this enthusiasm, 1 should be 
worthy of — Pizarro's friendship. 

Piz, Ay — breathe defiance, boy! But know, old wo- 
men do not 'sit in council here. 

Alo, I know your manliness, and am prepared for it. 

P/«. 'Tis well thou art, for thou hast but few hours to 
live. Go, and prepare for death. 

Alo, I am prepared. 

P/s. Has thy enthusiasm banished thy wife and infant 
from thy heart and mind ^ 

Alo, There is a God. 

Pix, I wish thee joy of this proud composure. Go 
and pray. The first beams of the sun are the signal for 
thy execution. 

Alo, Thy vindictive spirit is expeditious. I thank 
thee for it. [Going, 

Elv, Hold, Alonzo I I tell thee, Pizarro, this youth 
will not die. 

Piz, Have you lost your senses ? 

Elof. I require not generosity and virtue. Do only 
what honour commands. Release him, give him a sword, 
challenge him. If not, I must despise thee. 

Piz. What! give hrm liberty, that he may stain his 
hands again with the blood of his brethren ! 

Alo, Robbers never were my brethren. 

Piz, Do you hear ?— Alonzo, begone! Thou know'st 
thy doom. 

E 2 
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Ah. I dO| and I despise thee. Good yoiuh, accept 
my thanks. You are not a fit companion for theSS men. 
Go to the Peruvian savages, as they are called, and you 
will find yourself at home. ££xi/. 

- Piz. Rail on, and with thy taunts pour oil upon my 
burning vengeance. These are the goodly doctrines of 
Las Casas. 

Elv. I admire this Alonzp, 

Piz. In a few hours you may say you have admired 
him. 

Elv, Think yow he will die f 

Piz, As surely as the sun is just now setting. 

El<v. And in wlwt way ? 
^ Piz> i skm considering how many tomieiits can be 
crowded into tlie space of one short hour. 

£1*0, I know a torment which for ever racks the tor- 
tured, and ilelights the torturer. Use it towards Alonzo. 

Piz, Wha* mean you } 
, El<u* Confound him I — Abash him! 

Piz, I do not understand you* 

El'v. Pardon him. 

Frt:. Whatf Again! 

El*v,' Yes, and a thousand times again. Bfcss me^for 
1 spare you the curses of posterity. They will read thsl 
account of your exploits. ••He landed with a few fol- 
loweni on an unknown coast : h^ vanquished the monarcli 
of a mighty kingdom*'—** This *wasa bra've action^* — ^they 
will say, "He pardoned his proud foe, who was his 
prisoner.'* ♦* 11)1$ toas a great action**' 

Piz.'^(Smiling.J^^And then, no donbt,. my moulder- 
ing bones, though deep within the earth, will rattle with 
delight. 

Ei^v. Fame is a bubble, and the hero birt a child ; yet 
does this gcw-gaw unite divinity and human natniT. 
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Piz. And if I satisfy my just revenge, what will poste- 
rity say then ? 

Ei*v. He plunged a dagger in the breast of a fallen foe. 
He was a common man. 

Pi», — (ITub a C9ld smile.) — H<rculcs strangled An- 
taeus, and Apollo flayed Marsya. 

El'v, True. You ought to flay Aloneo, as he plays 
the flute better than you. 
Piz, — {With a gloomy l§0k.) — Enough, Elvira. 
Elv* You are right. Who would plant cedars in a 
marsh? Let us converse rationally on this subject. Fame 
is an irrational thing. It is mere smoke, and does not 
warm us. But advantage — What think you, Pizarro? 
How, if by generosity, which costs us nothing, we could 
purchase a dear victory ? 
Piz, Speak more intelligibly. 

El<v. Alonzo must seal the doctrine of Las Casas :— 
whether by an heroic death, which is of little advantage 
to us, or by a folly, which may aid us much, depends 
on you. 
Piz, How so ? 

Eltv. Let us catch the enthusiast with his own phan. 
toms. That nothing, called by mortals virtue, is his 
idol. Go to him, and say, ** Alonzo, thou hast injured 
me. I forgive thee. Thou art at liberty.*'.' The boy 
^ill sink into your arms^ and gratefully betray to you 
tlie throne of Quito. 
Piz, Think you so ? I doubt it. 
El*v. If the artifice be too difficult for you alone, I 
will assist you. Whom does the power of love more easily 
persuade to good or evil than the enthusiast ? I am pos- 
sessed of beauty, and of sense ; and well can I acconu 
niodate myself to all the humours of your sex. You 
know, Pizarro, thousands obey you, the hero — you, 
*^-, the woman. 
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Fiz, I obey you ! 

El*v, Not another word, for time is precious. 1 go to 
Alonzo. Have I not already won his heart as a young 
man ? How then will he feel when I appear before him 
as a woman, when I press his hand in mine, and rest my 
supplicating looks upon him ; when virtue's airy pre- 
cepts flow from my lips with soft persuasion ? — Think 
you he can resist all this ? 

Piz, Your vanity amuses me. 

Elv. Thank me for my good intentions, ere I repent 
them. 

Piz, You may repent them as soon as you please j for 
ray resolution is unalterably fixed. 

El^v. Alonzo dies ? 

Piz, He dies. 

Eiv. Even if, at his dying hour, Elvira should for- 
sake you, never to return ? 

Piz, Even then. 
' Elv. If she should fly with Alonzo to a nobler foe, 
and assist him in promoting the welfare of Peru ? 

Piz. There are such things as chains and dungeons! 

El'v, Not for a woman, who, without the doctrine of 
Las Casas, has learnt to defy death, 

Piz. That too may be thy lot. 

El'v. — ('Tenderly. J — Pizarro, you no longer love me. 

Piz. If you expect Pizarro to become the sighii^ 
swain, you much mistake him. 

Elv. Ingratel Thou hast forgotten that for thee 1 left 
my parents and my native land, that I resolved to rest no 
where but in thy arms, or in the ocean. 

Piz. Have 1 not returned the affection yon bestowed ?' 
Of what can you complain ? Do you not share my power 
and pleasures ? 

E!^. Forget not that I have also shared thy dangers. 
Who was nearest to thee during the dreadful battle of 
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to.day? Whose breast, though little used to harness, 
l»ras thy shield ? 

Fix. Enough, Elviral Your passion is a woman's-— 
your valour is a man's ; for which reason a whole heart 
and half tlie booty is your lot« 

. Ei*v. Half tiie booty I 'Tis well. Then is Alonzo my 
prisoner. 

Piz. Not so. I reserve to myself the right of making 
the division. 

• El'v.^^C Caressing bim,)-**'W'\\\ you not oblige me, 
when I entreat you thus ; when I bathe yoiur ciieek with 
tears ? 

Ptz. — (Coldly, J — Not even then.-^fy^/z^r a pause* J — 
What am I to think of this i Has the boy '5 smooth cheek 
captivated tliec ? 

El'v, Oh, no ! I still love you. But be worthy of 
my love. Chance might wrest from you the conquest of tlic 
enemy ; but conquer yourself, and far more glorious will 
tlie victory be. Then you will again be a hero ; and 
none but a hero can Elvira love. 

Piz, It is in vain that thou thus try to shake my reso^ 
iution. Beware, Elvira, least jealousy should dart her 
fangs into ray heart. Thou kiiow*st the Spaniards-^and 
thou know'st Pizarro. 

El'v. Yes, I do know thee. Thou art jealous of my 
favours, but far ^nore jealous of thy own renown. Thou 
wilt not loose the only tie which binds thee to Elvira. 
T^/s . Every word thou uttex*st but auo^meats hiscriuie. 
El^'. 'Tis well ! Be our union tlien dissolved ! Go 
whet thy steel to fob him of existence, whose captivity 
alone preserves thy own. Willingly would Elvira, after 
every battle, have wiped the dust and blood from her 
Pizarro's brow — but not the dust of cowardly retreat- 
not the blood of foul assassination. The arm which 
stakes the life of u defenceless foe, shall never ipore em- 

E 4 
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brace a noble woman. The lips which, with deliberate 
scorn, can doom another's death, shall never more be 
pressed to mine. Full well I feel that vengeance is a 
sweet sensation, but that can only be while the enemy 
stands with stern defiance. —He sinks, and withshim -sink 
all thoughts of vengeance. He who feels otherwise, 
excites my pity. He who acts otherwise, excites my 
indignation and contempt. 

Fiz.'^ Surveying ber noltb a scornful smile. After a 
pause *)~^Thou art a womaa. [Exit> 

Elv. A woman 1 Know'st thou that, and tremblest 
not ? Know'st thou I hate as I have loved, and tremblest 
not ? *Tis well. Thou, whom neither the terrors of the 
elements, nor fury of the foe, were able to alarm — thou 
art lost—- A woman has decreed thy fall. Alonzo shall 
live— and I will love him— not because his youth and 
person make him more attractive, but because the idol 
which I worshipped in Pizarro, was only a deception ; 
because that which, at a distance, seemed a marble tem- 
ple, proves to be but a juggler's booth. I could have 
pardoned thee, Pizarro, if, to obtain a throne, thou had'st 
been faithless ; but this action is dishonourable :— and 
Elvira is loat to thee for ever. [R^it. 



END. OF ACT III. 
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ACT ir. 



ScENBy a Tent in the Spanish Camp, Night, 
A\oTiZQ is disco'vered alone, 

Alo, Despise death— Thus spoke the Grecians and the 
Romans, heathen^, familiar with wisdom. Shall I, tlien, 
tremble, who am a Christian? What they but dared to 
hope, is certainty to me— a better world : and do I trem- 
ble? Is it youth which, with strong muscles, combats 
against early death? What is an early death? Shall 
Alonzo calculate his life by years ? Has he not possessed 
Cora?— Cora! — Alas! there I pulled the silken cord 
which irresistibly binds me to the world. Wife and 
child ! On one side the tear of affection, on the other, 
the smile of innocence, attracts me. Yes, Cassius, thou 
wert not a husband. Seneca, thou wert not a father. 
Loudly calls the voice of nature, << Li've!" Loudly my 
heart echoes the sound. Can such a wish disgrace a 
hero ? Lord of my fate, I wish to live. 

Enter a Soldier, tvith tnvo flasks of ivine, 

Sol, Here, Alonzo de Molina 1 Be cheerful, and 
drink. 

Alo. Who sent thee hither ? 

SoL I am tlie sentinel who guards your tent. 

Alo. Am I obliged to thee for this refreshment ? 

Sol. No. I really am soiry for your situation; but I 
cannot help you, for I am poor. 

Alo, Who gave thee this wiue^ 
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Sol. One who can give sweeter things than wine.— 
(Whispering.) — Donna Elvira. 
Jlo. Who is Donna Elvira ? 

SoL Have you never heard of her? — Our kader's 
friend. 

Ah. His friend ? 

Sol. Yes, his female friend. You understand me ? 

Ah. And this Elvira, sayst thou 

Sol. Sent you the wine. 

Alo. Does slie know me ? 

Sol. Scarcely, I believe. 

Alo. Go, and thank her; but take the wine back. 

Sol. Won't you drink any of it ? 

Alo. Years are elapsed since I have tasted wine. 

Sol. But you will have occasion for the courage which 
this flask contains. 

Alo. I pity the wretch who is obliged to borrow cou- 
rage thus. 

Sol. Yet wine intoxicates the senses, and deadens pain. 

Alo. Leave me. Death is not to me a spectre, which 
will make mc bury my head in the pillow. Drink the 
wine thyself. The night is cold, and it will do thee good. 

Sol. Well, as you please. Truly, yov^ are a brave 
knight. The only pity is that you are become a heatheti. 
I could shed tears tor your fate, if it were not a sin. 

[Exit. 

Alo. Poor man! He knows not what he says. Oh, 
Ood! thou hast provided the vine for the Spaniard, and 
the plantain for the Peruvian. 1 hy showers fall alike 
or. the meadows at the foot of the Pyrenees, as at the 
foot of the Cordilleras. Thou hast placed the cross 
upon our altars as a symbol of thy favour; but thou 
also smilest on the tiun which decorates the Inca's 
bosom . 
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£«/^r Elvira 

El'v. — ( Calling at the door.) — t)on Alonzo I 

Ah. Come nearer. Who art thou ? . 

Elnf. — {Approaching.) — Do you recollect me ? 

Ah. Well do 1 recollect you, gentle youth. You It 
was who dared to oppose the fell Pizarro, when he de- 
creed my death. Your form is graven in my heart. 

Eln). Live, for 1 love thee. 

Ah. It is noble, but perilous, to love the unfortunate. 
You before concealed from me your name. Who art 
thou, young eagle among vultures ? 
' El'v. Can you not guess ? 

Ah. How can I ? 

Ehj. Where has humanity a fairer temple than in a 
woman's heart? Who dares so boldly bid defiance even 
to tyrants as a woman ? 

Ah. I am astonished.—- You a woman I Perhaps Donna 
Elvira. 

El'v, You seem resolved to know my name. I am 
Elvira. 

Ah. Such a visit— at such an hour !> 

El'v. When hastening to assist the oppressed, wlip 
would consider the hour ? 

Ah. It is the last of my existence. 

El'v. I tell you, no. 

Ah. Pizarro has vowed my death. 

El'v. And I your life. 

Ah. 1 thank you ; but I know how to die. 

El'v, Do yon die willingly ? 

Ah. I should deceive mysel f as well as you, were I to 
say I did. 

El'v. Haste, then! Fly I 
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Ah, Fly I You mock me. — These chains— my senti- 
nels— 

El<u. To loosen chains^ and dazzle sentinels, is easy to 
affection. 

Alo. Affection! 

El^v, Call it what you please. I never gave myself 
the trouble to express my feelings by scholastic rules. I 
saw you in chains before Pizarro, and heard you speak 
like an old Roman. At that moment the fetters fell 
from your wrists, and clung around my heart. I found 
myself compelled to save you. With me the resolution 
and the deed are never separated by cold intervals. I 
felt and acted. 

Ah, You save me ? 

Elv, 1 you — you me. You shall tear me from the 
whirlpool which gorges all attempts at fame. Away 
from the path where avarice tramples on every garland ! 
I am not a female of the common mould. I will not 
love, in order to relate tales to my children while I spin. 
My lips shall overflow with the deeds of my beloved. 
** Children, do you see that pillar? It was erected in 
honour of your father. Do you hear those shouts of ad- 
miration ? They are to welcome your father. Stretchout 
your little hands to the pacified enemy, subdued by 
your father*s valour and generosity." Happy the wo- 
man whom such language becomes ; who alone can boast 
that her attachment is no common weakness. Young 
nian, if thus I please you, if you will make me forget 
the misery of having been born a woman, give me your 
hand. I will saVc you. 

Ah, If I rightly comprehend you, fair Elvira, you 
will expect such gratitude as is not in my power to give. 
I am married. 

El'v, To a heathen. 
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Jlo^ That is immaterial. She is ray wifej and love in 
every clime makes wedlock sacred. 

Elnj, Does she requite your love with equal tenderness. 

Alo* Only with equal tenderness ! Donna Elvira knows 
her sex cannot be equalled in affection or in hatred. 

Elnf, And yet you will make her a widow ? 

Ah. My fate and her's rest in the hands of God. 

El*u» Thus speaks every one who will not act. Have 
you children ? 

Alo. One pledge of the purest affection. 

El*v, Will you make him an orphan ? 

Alo, Oh, my Fernando 1 

Elv, Does it 'become the hero to complain, when he 
should exert his active courage ? Hear me 1 If your wife 
cannot deem your rescue to be dearly bought, at any 
price, she will willingly sacrifice her claims, and resign 
you to your preserver. 

Alo, That she would do. ' 

Elv. Enough 1 

Alo» Never! A speedy death can loose my chains, 
whereas her life would be a lengthened scene of woe. 
She, when she saw me in your arms, would check her 
tears, while I should sob aloud upon your bosom. Those 
who really love, can make a sacrifice of any thing but 
love. I am to Cora every thing — she fs to me more than 
niy life. We came hither in search of treasures : I have 
found the most precious of all treasures — a good wife. 
And shall I cast it from me, to purchase a miserable ex- 
istence, which without it has no value I Oh, Cora, in 
thy arms have I learnt the happiness of life. Deprived 
of thee, the grave is welcome tome. — Go, go, Signora. 
If you know no other means of saving me, farewell ! — 
I thank you. 

El<u, Hs^ I this language suits me. Allow me the proud 
idea, that I might Jiave merited thy heart, had it been 
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disengaged. I almost feel as if I envied the felicity of 
her thou lovest : — but away with such a base sensation I 
Quick let me suppress it by a disinterested deed !— Hear 
me, youth. Take thi's dagger, and follow me. I will 
conduct thee to Pizarro's couch, and thou shalt plunge 
it into his haughty breast. Terror will spread her wings 
over the camp ; and, during the confusion, and the cries 
of murder, we will together fly to Quito. There, when 
I feci thy Cora's tears of joy upon my check, when I 
hear the prattle of thy babe, I will forget forever all my 
proud intentions. — Enough! — Follow me. 

Ah, I murder a man in his sleep ! 

El'v. Thy most inveterate enemy. I hate him because^ 
he is become a traitor to me; and I despise him because 
he trampled on a fallen enemy. Generosity should only 
be exerted towards thegenerotis. Judge the villain as 
he judges others. Rid the earth of a monster, vomited 
from the old world to desolate the new. Grateful ap- 
plause will be bestowed on thee by Quito, and honoura- 
ble peace in the bosom of thy family will be thy lot. 
Quick! Resolve! 

Jio, I am resolved. 

Elv, Then follow me. 

Ah. Not so. Seek some other instrument of vengeance. 
There was a time when this Pizarro loved me, when I 
shared with him each glorious danger in the field, each 
ilainty at his board. I have slept securely at his side a 
hundred times^and shall I murder him in his sleep f 

El'v, Has he not rent asunder every bond between 
you ? 

jfh. Everyone, but the bond of his kindness. 

El'v. Enthusiast! I leave you. Solitude will wake your 
reason ; and the horrcrs of approaching death expel the^fe 
^eak chimeras. Know that Pizarro has refused a 



-^4H IV, piZARRor. 6 J 

princely ransom, which has been offered for your liberty. 
This is your last resource. 

jllo, I know how to die. 

Elv, Behold the morning dawns. It. is the harbinger 
of thy approaching fate. Swift fly the minutes, and but 
few are still thy own. This opportunity can nevermore 
return. I leave you to reflection. In a quarter of an 
hour I will return, and hear your final resolution. lExit. 

Alo, Thou may*st spare thyself the needless visit. 
Death is a bitter draught, but vice delicious poison. 
Heaven be with my wife \ Heaven and Rolla ! May she 
fly to the mountains, where innocence and peace reside I 
May my poor child never learn from whom he is des- 
cended! 'Oh tlK)u, Jehovah, or Sun— 'tis immaterial 
what I call thee— continue to those I leave behind 
liealthand purity of soui— all else is frivolous and vain. 
(Looking out, J — The dawn already tips the hills with 
grey. An hour, perhaps, is still my own. I will en- 
deavour to expel the fear of death by sleep.— ^Z,;>^ 
doiMH.J — Conscience, thou faith fur friend, lend me thy 
aid. My strengtli is exhausted ; fatigue closes my eye-- 
lids. Come, gentle sleep, prepare me for acquaintance 
with thy brother. ^Sleeps. 

Tl^e Sentinel is seen 'walking up and do'wn at the entrance 

of the tent. . • 

». 
Sol — (After a pause, ) — Who goes there ? 

Rol. — (As yet unseen. J — A priest. 

SoL What do you want, reverend father? 

Enter RoLLA, in a monk^s habit. 

Rol. Can you tell me, friend, where Alonzo, the 
Spanish priKoner, is confined ? - 
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SoL Yes. In this tent. 

Rol. In this tent ? I.et me pass. 

Sol, Hold — I dare not. 

Rol* He is my friend. 

Sol. If he were your brother, I dare not 

RoL What is to be his fate ? • 

Sol, Death at sun-rise. 

RoL Ha 1— Then I am just come in time— • 

Sol, To witness his death. 

Rol, I must speak to him. 

Sol. Backl 

Rol. Is he alone ^ 

Sol, Yes. 

RoL Let me go to him, I beseech you. 

Sol, I cannot. My orders are strict. 

RoL'^fDra'wing out the emblem of the Sun tuhicb Ata- 
liba ganfe i&/ifi.>— Look at these precious diamonds. 

Sol. What will you do with them } 

Rol. They are thine, if thou wilt admit me. 

Sol, Would you bribe me ? I am an old Castilian. 

Rol, Take them, and do a good action. 

Sol, Away I I know my duty. 

Rol, Art thou married ? 

Sol, I am. 

Rol. Hast thou children } 

Sol, Four boys. 

^0/, Where didst thou leave them ? 

Sol, — (More mildly,) — At my native home. 

^0/. Dost thou love thy wife and children ? 

Sol, — fMo'ved,) — GoodrfGod I Do I love them ? 

RoL Suppose, now, thou wert to die here ? 

Sol, My comrades will take my blessing to them. 

Rol, And if any one there were to be so cruel as to 
fJeny thy comrades admittance ? 

SoL Wliat do you mean } 
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RoL Alonzo has a wife and child. His weeping con- 
tort has sent me to obtain his last blessing on her and her 

infant. 

Sol. Go in. 

RoL — (As be approaches,) — Oh, holy Nature! thou art 
every where the same. — Alonzo, where art thou ? — There 
he lies buried in sleep. — (Shakes bim, J — Alonzo! awake ! 

ji/o, — {Starting. J — Are you come for me ? — (RisIng.J 
I am ready. 

Roi. Rouse yourself, 

jilo. What voice is that ? 

RoL The voice of RoUa. 

jIIo.' — (Rushing into /&// flr/«j.)— Rolla! Am I really 
awake ? How come you hither ? 

. RoL The present is no time for question or reply. 
fTbroius off his habit. J — This disguise I borrowed from^ 
priest who fell in the battle. Take it, and fly. 

wf /o. And you ? 

RoL Will remain here instead of you. 

Ah, Never! 

RoL No scruple?, I beseech you. Cover yourself, and 
fly. 
. Alo. You die for me ! Never I Never! 

RoL Who says that ? I shall not die. 'Tis Alonzo 
who is hated here, not Rolla. I shall but be confined a 
few hours ere your arm will rescue me. 

Alo. How little do you know Pizarro*s bloody mind ! 
Incensed at you for having robbed him of his prey, he 
will sacrifice you to his tell resentment,^ 

RoL No, no: a costly ran^m— 

Alo. His thirst of blood exceeds his avarice. 
RoL Weill Suppose it thus, what then? I am a soli, 
tary being, on whom no one in the world depends — ^a 
mere shrub in the wilderness. If it be felled, what mat- 
ters it ? You, on the contrary, are a husband and a father. 

F 
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On your life depends the happiness or n&isery- of a fond 
wife and lisping infant. Alfayl Away! Take this ha- 
bit, and escape. 

Ah, Would you make me the base assassin of my 
friend? Would you bestow upon me an existence ^iwhich 
would be embittered by incessant, unceasing torments ? 

RoL Think not of me but when in Cora's arms, and 
only drop a single tear into your cup of joy. I have 
lived in vain — at least allow me not to die in vain. 

Alo. Can my friend thus torture me ? How heavy is 
my dying hour I 

RoL I cannot even offer greeting from your wife. She 
recovers from one swoon only to fall into another. 

Alo, Oh, my Cora I 

RoL If you do not hasten to her soon, I shall be alarm- 
ed for her life. 

Alo.^fAffrigbted.y-^ox her life I 

RoL If you die, she will dje; and your son become 
an orphan, 

Alo, Rolla will be his father. 

RoL Rolla ! Think you he will survive Cora ? 

Alo, Grant me strength, kind heavens I 

RoL And what do you gain by this obstinate resistance? 
You will not fly ?— 'Tis well. I too will stay. No 
power shall drag me from you. You shall have the sa- 
tisfaction of seeing me fall at yotir side. Then is Cora 
quite forsaken. 

Alo, Man 1 thou drivest me mad. 

RoL If you persist in your purpose, all is inevitably 
lost ; but if you fly, escape remains still possible to me. 
Pizarro will not order my immediate execution. I can 
gain time by promising discoveries of great moment^ 
You can hasten to the camp, collect our youth, burst on 
us like a tempest at the approach of night, and bear me 
back in triumph to our friends.— A way, Alonzo !«-The 
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day bxi^akftinupoaMS. No nipfe 4ek»y( Fly to Cw^s 
Save tur Hf»; and then relufmo say« npiiae. 

^/o. RoUa ! what are you persuading me to da I * 
B,9h Did Rollaeverask you t<^ 4<> ivhat ws^s l^st ?-* 
ftbro'-ws the monk*s habit over ^/»i.>— Conceal your 
face, and hold jomx chaiAS, that Ihey may not clank. 
There !-^Now go, and God be with you \'^fMu€b af- 
fected,) — Greet Cora, and tell her, she has wronged me. 
Alo^^Hamging qh his ii^i.)^-Fneiid-*I Iwive no 
words-—— 

KqI, Do i not feel thy tears up^n my cheek ?-«-Go. I 
am rewarded. 

A!o> In a few hc^iir^ I will return to rescue, or to die 
with thee. [Bxit. 

RoL'-^(L9oklng after htm for some /iiw^.J— He is gone. 
This is the first time I ever deceived man. Forgive me, 
God of truth. He flatters himself with the hopes of 
seeing me again. Yes, in Heaven, perhaps — where Cora 
too will love me. I am an interefted man; for do I not 
die, that, when Cora ascends to her Father, her first 
guestion^may be, "Wliere is RoUa?"— Some one comes. 

Enter Elvira. 

£/*v. Now, Alonzo, have you thought better of— 
{Observing Rolla.) — What is this? Who are you ? 
Where is Alonzo ? 

RoL Which of these questions shall I answer first It 

El*v. Where is Alonzo ? 

RoL Gone. 

El*Vn Escaped ? 

RoL Yes. 

Elv, Howl He must be pursued. [Going. 

RoL — (Intercepting her av<i>?.J— Hold ! Thou shalt not 
pass. 

El'if* Audacious wretch 1 I'll call the sentinel. 

F2 
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Rol. Do what thou wilt, if Alortzo gain but tine* 

Elv.^ Again attempting fo^tfw.)— Dare but to touch 
me 

Rol, Thoashalt not quit the spot.— (C/tf/// ber in hU 
arms, ) 

El'u.-^(Dra'ws forilf a dagger. )'^V\\ stab thee. 

RoL That thou may'st do ; but even when I fall, I'll 
hold thee thus. 

£/«i;. Say'st thou that ? Then were it worth some pains 
to know thee better. — Release me. I will stay. 

Rol, — (Releasing ber.}^-l am satisfied. He is now far 
enough from us. 

Elnj. Has Alonzo escaped by thy assistance ? 

RoL He has. 

Ehj, And thou darest avow it \ 

Rol, Why not? 

El'v, Wilt thou die instead of him. 

RoL I will. 

El*u, Thou art an uncommon firiend. 

RoL Friendship was not my motive. 

Elv. What then? 

RoL To thee it is unimportant. 

Elnf, I perceive that thou art sparing of thy words. 

RoL Not in my deeds, I trust. 

Elnj, Who art thou ? 

RoL My name is ft of la. « 

El'v, The Penivian chief ? 

Rol, I was. 

El'v, Is it possible ? Thou in our power ! 

RoL Perfectly. 

El'v, Thou hast, perhaps, been slighted. Has revenge 
brought thee hither ? 

RoL What meanest thou ? 

El'v, That thy king, perhaps, has not sufficiently re. 
warded thee ? 
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JtoL More than sufficiently. 

JSinf. And yet thou art here?— Not uiged by ven- 
geance — not by friendship — and yet here ? 
Jtol. And yet here. 

M/^v. Then do I know but one passion which could 
znake thee hazard such an undertaking. 
Rol. Name it. 
J5/a;. Love. 
Roi. Right. 

EIv. Whom dost thou love I 
RoL That must be immaterial to thee. 
El*v. And by this step thou hast hopes of—— 
RoL I have no hopes. 

El<v, Now I understand thee. The object of thy af- 
fection is no more, and thou art driven hither by despair. 
• RoL As thou wilt. 
Elnj. I pity thee. 
RoL Thanks! 

£/<i;. Is that which thou hast lost irreparable \ 
RoL It is. N 

El*v* Wilt thou, while in the bloom of manliood, re- 
nounce the world, and the enjoyment of thy fame ? 
RoL Fame is a gift of posterity alone. 
Elnj, But how, if thou couldst still be of essential ser- 
vice to thy country > 

RoL That I will be, if you do not murder me. 
Elv. And how ? 
RoL By fighting against you. 
Elv, Say*st thou that to me f 
RoL *Tis pity thou art not Pizarro. 
El^. Why? 

RoL Then I had said the same to liim. 
, Eln}^ Ha! — Thou art such a man as I admire. 
RoL Try, then, to be like me. 
Ehv, I like thee ! — I, a weak woman t 
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^0/. Thoil a woman ! 

^l*v. Art thou astonished ? 

Rol. Ko. 

Elnf. Right f The hero should never be Astonish^. 

RoL Least of all at a woman. 

Elv. Not even if she were capable of a bold atten^ » 

RoL Not even then. 

jB/o;. Dost thou respect our sex ? 

Rol, You are better and worse then we a**. 

£/«i;. Were I to restore peace to thee and ^rtiy iia^e 
land, wouldst thou reckon me among the bettet^ 

Rol. Perhaps. 

Elnf, Only perhaps? 

Rol. Is it enough to know \he deed ? Can I dlviftte the 
motive which incites it ? 

£/v. Proud man! How is thy friendsiWpto bfe gainM? 

RoL By friendship. 

El'v, 'Tiswell. I will attempt it. The mom lias 
scarcely dawned. We still haVc time. iDake ^Ht dagger, 
and follow me. 

RoL Whither? 

EI*u. I will conduct thee to Pizarro's condi. PhiMge 
the dagger in his breast, and we will €y. Thee and thy 
country will be free. 

RoL What has Pizarro done ta thee ? 

El^v. His renown and my affection fell together. 

RoL Thou hast loved him ? 

El*v, I thought so, when I heard hiWi admired. 

RoL^CVery coldly, y-hnA *lis thy wish that 1 stteold 
assassinate him while lit^s aa^p? 

El«v. Would he not have assassinated AldfAo wlfen h> 
chains ? Who skeps, or is in letters. Is alike^fenct1««s. 

RoL Give me thetlagger. 

Elv, Take it. 

RoL Lead on. 
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Elv, TliO«niust first stabthesentinei who guards this 



Rol. Must I } 

Elv, He. would cause an alarm. 

Rol, Take back the dagger. 

El^. Why ? 

RoL This soldier is a man. 

El'v. Why, yes. 

Rol, A man! Dost thou comprehend me ? All are not 
men who seem so. 

El'v, What means this ? 

Rol, This sentinel, whom gold could not bribe, was 
bribed by his own feelings. He is my brother, and I 
-will not hurt him. 

El*v, Enough! We will deceive him. Conceal the 
•dagger.*— Holla ! sentinel ! 

Enter the Soldisr. 

SoL What do you want ? 

Elv. Where is thy prisoner? 

Sol. Where, but here }^(Espies Rolla.y— What is 
this? — (Looks round, )'^Mcrci{\xi Hcavensi Alonzo has 
escaped. 

El^. Thou art lost. 

Sol. — ^Tb Rolla.) — You have deceived me, I must 
die. Oh, my wife and children I 

Rol. Be at ease. Pizarro has lost nothing by the ex- 
change. I pledge to thee my word that he will pardon 
•thee. 

Eiv. And 1 too. But we must instantly acquaint liim 
with the circumstance. I will conduct this Tuan to him. 
Follow us. 

Sol. He will order me to be executed. 

Ebu. i am surety for thy acquittal . 
IJff/. And 1. 

F4 
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SoL Ohy dearest lady, for my poor childsen^ sake. 
El^u, Come with us. Thou art safe. Rolla, art tlioti 
resolved ? 

RoL I follow thee. 

El<v. May the angel of death accompany us ? 

t! 

'■II' III ■ I ■ ^^^m^ I ■ 

SCENE, 



PiZARRO's Tent* 

Pizarro is discovered asleep upon his couch, 

Piz.'^In violent agitation.) — Blood! — Blood! — No 
mercy ! — Revenge !— -Revenge 1 — -Cleave hira to tlxc 
earth ! — Off with his head! — There — there lies the trunk. 
Ha! ha! ha! — The auburn ringlets — stain'd with blood. 

Enter Elvira mnd Roll A. 

Elv. There he lies. Now, quick! 

RoL Go. Leave me alone. 

Ely. Why? 

RoL I cannot murder in a woman's presence. 

Elv. But 

Rol. Go, or I will awake him. 

Elv, Call me, then, when the deed is done. 

koL Wait without. 

Elv. pispatch him, ere it be too late. [Exit, 

Rol. -^f Approaches 'with folded arms y and surveys bim*) 
This, then, is the disturber of our peace, the robber 
sent by Heaven to scourge us. He sleeps I Can this man 
really sleep ? 

Piz. — fin his sleep) — Leave me — leave me — Away, 
ye spectres !— Oh ! — Oh ! 

RoL 1 was mistaken. He cannot. Oh, all ye villains, 
look at this wretch. This is the slumber of the guilty. 
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Fiz.^( Starts up, affrighted. )^Vlho*sihcrt} Guards! 

RoL-^iSbe'wing the dagger. )^^ot another word, or 
thoudiest. 

Pix. Treachery! t 

Rol. Speak not so lotid, I do command thee. 

Pl%. Who art thou? 

Rd. A Peruvian, as thou may'st perceive. My name 
is RoUa. Thy life is in my power. *Tis in vain to call 
thy guards. This dagger's point will reach thy heart ere 
they can hear thee. . 
^ Piz, What dost thou require } 

, RoL. Not thy life, for that I could have taken while 
-thou wert asleep. I did not ; therefore be at ease. 

Piz. Speak, then. 

Enter Elvira hastily. 

- Eln). Well! hast thou— Hal What is this!— (ra 
Rolla.)— Traitor ! 

RoL Rolla is not an assassin. 

Plz, Who is, then ? — (Ri^vettinghis eyes upon Elvira.) 
Thou ? Thou } Mean wretch ? 

El*u. Were I a mean wretch, thy death had never 
been my object. I was not instigated by revenge or jea- 
lousy. Humanity compelled me to raise my dagger 
against the spoiler, the usurper, the enslaver of a guiltless 
nation. To restore that peace to Peru, of which thou 
hast deprived it, I resolved thy death. 

Rol. Had the deed been but as noble as the intention, 
I should have admired thee, 

El'u. It is the noblest of my life. Why did I not my- 
self execute it ? Why did I entrust it to thee ? Know, 
iny murder had been more compassionate than thy ill- 
timed philanthropy. 

Piz, Peace, abandoned woman ! Such compassion shall 
be exercised towards thee. Guards, there? 
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Enter SolpIe&s. 



Seize this woman, who would have murdered yonr ge- 
neral. Confine her In t!ie deepest dungeoti, aikl Revise 
new torments 

eJ*D. Thou stiM icmuia'st Piflcaero^I^ Stvba. l>teth 
is welcome to me, as my project cannot ii#w «MCceed 5 . 
bttt thou shall hear me first. Yes, thuoo^ ccAiipassi(»i I 
would have sent thee without torment frdm the ^^fOfrH ? 
but thou art doomed to linger ^rt « life of tortion 
litmnted by all the dem^fts of a guilty conscience. Tes, 
murder me loo, thou, who hast*n«indered nations. Do* 
thou remember how thy smooth deceitful tongoe n>bl»ed 
me of innocence and happiness? Dost thou still hear my 
old departed mother curse the seducer of her child? 
Dost thou still hear my dyiog brother's groans, wjio, 
wishing to avenge his sister's wrongs, wa* slara by dieC 
Come, thou inhuman tyraat, folilow me to the reaims of 
darkness. The music is ready to receive thfic#--my «io- 
ther*s curse, my brother's groans, and shrieks of co««nit. 
less nations for revenge. 

Pi%.^{Concealing bis agitation.) — Are my commnfidjs 
to be obeyed ? . 

Elv. Thoii, RoUa, hast deceived «ne, I foBgive t«hee. 
Let not thy contempt pursue me to the gi;a<ve. I wats 
once virtuous, pious, uncorrupted. Didst 4hou btxt * 
know how this hypocrite deceived my iimooeoce, liow 
he undermined my belief in virtue, how hedrew me^tc^ 
by step down the abyssof vice — oh, thou would^tpiiytiie. 

^4^/. I do pit,y thee. 

Eitv. That is a lenient droj) upon «y biBpfuf^ oonscf- 
ence.— Farewell!— And thou, who «£t atbittidoilHl of 
rheaven, continue tJiy oareerof viUaw^. W>e«^aH«iieet 
again. Ye.s^ ^e shall meet again. The toroVQnts ^u 
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rescrv'st forme I despise. Fate forbad tfic to be great in 
life, but in despite of it I will be great iti death. [Exit. 
- Mtdi. I 'wotild mot be in thy place. 

Fiz, But now explain this two-fold miracle— to see 
thee here^ and as my guardian angel. 

Itol, *f ratw* lo save my friend Alomo. 

Piz. Then tho««rt "CoWfc in vain. ! owe tliee muth. 
Claim any thing I have, except this stripUng's life. 
^"Rol. He iJj in safety. 

FIz. Who? 

Rifl. Thy prisoner, 

PIz. E^apcd? 

Roi. Y%s. 

P/js. Hell and torments I How was that possible ? » 

Rol. How ! Why not ? Thou think*st we are barbarians. 
Learn from this that We can feel the force of friendsliip. 

Piz, How ? Drd'st thou dare— 

Rol. I did. Shrouded ift tfic habit of« ptiest*, I forced 
xny way even to his tent. I gave him the habit. He es* 
caped*— I Tcmained. 

Piz. Oh, thou hast robbed me of the costliest prize— 

RoL He is a Peruvian chief, so am I. Mufrder me 
instead of hihi. 

Piz. Man, t^ou compelPst me to admire thee. 

Rol, T am ashaimed that 1 m«st share this admiration 
with a womafh. Elvira clime for the same purpose. 

Piz, Did she ?— The base, kisidious wretch f In truth, 
wfien I reflect, I owe thee thlinks for living farthered 
fliis Alonzo*s ^Ight. Had she fi jted 6n iiim to be her in- 
strumerit, I shou^fl'ere now have been assassbated. 

RoL Thaft is "ndt true. Alonzo would have acted as 
I hfeve. 

?i«. Thk*'^ fhou'so'? 1 aottbtit, aikl hold myself 
highly indebted to tliee. Speak! how I can reward fhce ? 

Rol, Can'st thou ask ? 
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Piz, Thou art free, 
RoL Without doubt. 

Piz, Acknowledge that thy enemies equal thee ia ge- 
nerosity. 

Rol. Thou dost thy duty. 

Piz. Go, and should we meet again in arms 

Rol, Let us fight like noble warriors. 

Piz* I will always spare thee. 

Rol, Do not that ; for, now that I know thee, thou 
art the first, whom, in the field of battle, I shall ^eek. 
Meanwhile, farewell. Heaven aipend thee! — (Goimgf 
but returns.) — Another word. The sentinel at Don 
Alonzo's tent has done his duty. He knew not of my 
friend's escape. Forgive him. 

Piz. Thou^demandest much. 

Rol, If my request be deemed unreasonable, I will 
remain, and suffer punishment instead of him. 

Piz. Howl wouldst thou ^ risk thy life for a mere 
soldier ? . 

Rol, He is a man, whose misfortunes Ihavecaused. 

Piz, Depart in peace. I pardon^im. 

RoL Give me thy hand on thk. 

Piz,'^( Shaking bands «wj//A'A//w.)—Lets«is be friends. 

Rol. Live peaceably among us, serve thy God as we 
serve ours, be Virtue's friend, and thou ai^t Rolla's. 

Piz. If you will yield to me the glorious object of my 
enterprizej the throne of Quito—.— 

Rol, No more!— Farewell! lExif^ 

Pi7i,^{ After a ptmte.J^^hrA I suffer him to return 
unmolested ? 'Tis dangerous to listen to an enthusiast- 
there is an infection in his words— Yet he has my pro- 
mise. — Promise! Shall I ask my chaplain, whether I 
ought to keep a promise, made otily to a heathen } But 
this heat lien is a hero, and heroes have but one faith 
throughout the world. ' [Exit. 
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SCENE. 



Jin open Place not far from the Perwvtan Camp. Ataliba 
is discovered^ reposing under a Tree. 

Ata. How silent and dreary is every thing around me I 
The sensations which succeed a victory resenible those 
which succeed a fever. We rejoice at the danger which 
is past, and have scarcely strength enough to rejoice. 
The smile swims in tears — the triumph is expressed in 
sighs. Conquest is dearly bought. History tells how 
many fell, but never tells how many are made wretched. 
The arrow, which hits one heart, sometimes inflicts a 
hundred wounds. Oh ! I would sell all my couquests 
for one harvest-festival. 

Enter ^Courtier. 

Cou* The herald is reHiroed without consolation. 

Ata, Is Alonzo dead ? 

Cou. No, but the Spaniards have refused the ransom, 
** Your treasures," said the haughty spoilers, ** belong 
to us, and in a ftw days we shall be yoiir masters. Jus- 
tice dwells in our strength.'* 

Jta. What ! not yet humbled I Docs this adder, then, 
which hisses round my throne, for ever grow again I 
Where is Cora ? 

Cou. She fied with her child, but none knows whither. 
The army is. alarmed and sad, for RoUa too has disap- 
peared. 

Ata, Rollal Impossible i He forsake me, when sun 
roundeid by distress and danger 1 Oh, Heavens I Is there 
naone who wishes to obtain my dignity \ I will exchange 
my situation for that of the meanest in my realm. 



Enter Alonzo Miiy&e monk^s Ifahit. 

Ah. Do I behold my king again t 

Ata. Alonzo, is it yon f 

Alo. Where is my wife ? 

Ata. Welcome appearance ! 

Alo, Where is ray wife ? 

Ata. How did you escape ? 

uf/o. By half a miracle. 

At€i. Speak I — Tell me all. 

Ala. Whom but Rolla could friendship urge Xo make 
so great a sacrifice? Who but Rolla could muffle himself 
in this mantle, and force his way eyen to my prison ? 
He it was, who broke my chains, to hang them on himself. 

Ata. Rolh in the power of the enemy ! Alas ! you 
wound me again. 

Alo.'^{Thro*win^ off tbf monk's ^aii/.^— Give me a 
sword, and five hundred of your boldest warriors, that I 
may batten to release him. 

Ata. Shall I risk in you my last support ? 

Aio. The enemy is dejected ; the camp on the right 
Vide but ill defended, Pizawro, by his cruelties, has 
made himself detested. The soldiers murmer ; let them 
not have time to reflect. If we okiUin another victory, 
we may drive them into the ocean* 

Ata* Come with me, I will myself examine where it 
will be most proper to attack them. 

Ah* Do not thus expose yourself to danger. You are 

<>urking* 

Ata. When the children are in danger, the father 

should exert himself. • 

Ah. Let me, then, first embrace my dearfst Cora. 

Ata , — (Confused. ) — Cora I 

Ah. Doubtless her sufferings have been great. 



jfta. They have indeed. 

jf/o. In a moment I will retnrn to you. 
^ta. Where will you seek her ? 

^/o.— */'^/«r»i/</.y— Is she not here ? 

jfta. Her terrors 4^0 ve her from us. 

Alo. Whither? 

jfia. I know not. Periiaps to the mountains, where her 
father dwells. 

jflo. Heavens I What a chilness courses through my 
veins I 

C^Um She was seen running through the field of battle, 
jind calling for Alonzo till it was dark. 

jil^. And then ? 

Cou. Then she disappeared in the woods. 

Alo. The woods ! where Spanish soldiers are continu.. 
ally— "Coral Coral IGotng 

Aia. Alonzo I whither go you \ 

Alo, Wherever anguish and despair may lead me^ 
Good Inca, thou art in safety. The, conquered foe dare 
not attempt to attack you. Oh thou, who dost protect 
the rights of all thy subjects, revere the rights of nature. 
My wife, my child, my all is lost. Release me from my 
duty as a leader, that I may fulfil the duties of a hus* 
band, and go in search of Cora. 

Ata, I feel thy agony. Go! but forget not Rolla. 

Alo, Cora! — Rolla ! — ^What guardian angel will direc^ 
niy steps? [Exit. 

Ata, — (To the Courtier)— 'l,tnd me your sword.— ^(7i^ 
Courtier presents it, Ataliba tries to raise itj but his arm 
sinks, )'^\ cannot. Poor monarch ! What avail reason and 
courage, if the limbs refuse their ofiice ? [Exit, 
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A c r r. 



S c E N E , a thich Wood. In the Back-ground is a Hut^ almost 
buried among the Trees. Thunder and Lightning. 

Enter Cora, breathless^ 'with her Child upon ber Arm^ 
and her Hair hanging nvildly over her Neck. 

Cora. I can no more.— Nature is weaker than aflfec 
lion.— My heart urges me on^but my feet will bear mc 
no longer. Thou art asleep, Fernando. Alas ! thy fa- 
ther is asleep too, never to wake again. Why am I a 
mother 1 Why does this infant bind me to the world? I 
am so wretched that I dare not even die. Where am I? 
Whither has my anguish led me ? Lightnings illuminate 
the wood, but I espy no path. Thunders roll amon^ 
the mountains, and overpower my feeble voice. My feet 
will no longer support mc. — (Sinks beneath a tree.)" 
Sweet boy \ a careless smile plays on thy countenance.— 
Hiss, ye lightnings! Roar, ye thunders! The innocent 
has sunk to sleep in the arms of its mother. Here I will 
prepare a bed of moss and leaves— cover thee with my 
veil, and then die at thy side. — {She prepares a place for 
the child \ then tears off her tvetlf and "wraps him it it.)-^ 
There lie, and slumber— and never may*st thou wake to 
seek in vain for nourishment in thy poor mother's clay- 
cold bosom. What is this ? A mist seems to overspread 
my faculties. Every limb is useless— every muscle is 
unstrung— Is this the approach of death i*^^ Leans, de- 
tuoid of strength f against a tree,) 

Ah, — (At a great distance.) — Cora! 

Cora,'''( Alarmed. J-^Whdit is that ? 

Alo. Cpral 
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dora. It is the echo of the thunder in the mountains, 

Alo. Coral 

Cora, Hark ! Some spirit calls mc» 

AIq, Cora! 

Cora. — (Raising bers elf. }^I>eceiye me not, my heart. 
It U Alonzo's voice. 

AIo. — f Still far in the ivood.J — Cora ! 

Cora*'^(Ooing afcnx^stefs from ber rAi7</.J— Alonzo I 
Where? 

Alo. Coral 

Cora.'^f Follo*wing the voice afe*w steps further,) — It 
is his voice. Alonzo ! 

Ah. Coral 

Cora.'^iStill proceeding further. )*-i'A\onzo ! What 
vigour re-inspires me ! 

Ah. — {Rather nearer. )-yCom I Where are you } 

Cora. Here ! Here I 

(She disappears among the trees. They are heard cal/ing 
so ^ach other at a distance for some timCf till at length 
an exclamation of delight^ ivhich is hut faintly distin*. 

guishedf betrays that they have found each other. J 

• • 

Enter tv^o Spanish SpLDXERS, drunk. 

. 1 Sol. Comrade, where are we going? 
? Sol. Wherever you like, comrade. 

1 Sol, V\\ tell you what : We have Ipst gur Wfiyf 

2 Sol. Rely on me. |f we leave the sun to the left— 
I Sol. The sun! Why, canyouseeit? 

a Sol. How the devil should I, when there's a thun- 
der cloud before it ? 

1 5*0/. Therefore — if we leave the lightning to the 
left 

2 Sol. Tnie. We are not far from the camp j for \ 
heard the advanced posts call, " Cora!'* 

I Sol, That must be the watch-word, 
a Sol, Come along, then. 

G 
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(Js tbey €n iiaggtring ontvStrd, they dise9'oer the ehiU,) 

I Sol. Holla, comrade ! What have we here ? 

% SoL-^ Raises the vW/0— A child ! 

I Sol. How did It come hither? 

« Sol. Let us consider. 

I Sol. Pshaw! What is it to us? Let it lie where it is. 
Why it's a heathen child. 

a Sol. How soundly it sleeps! I haye just suchanother 
at home. What think you, comrade, if I take it with me ? 

1 Sol, Do as you like ; but don't plague me to carry 
it, if you find it too heavy. 

2 SoL^{Taking the child in his *r«j.>-Thc little 
fellow is as light as a feather. 

1 SoL I wish we were safely out of the thicket. 

2 Sol. Go on, then. {^Exeunt. 
Cori .-H[ ^^ " distama^ on the opposite side. )— This way, 

Alonzo ! I left him here. 

2 Sol.-^lBehind the scenes.J-^Uow infernally these 
branches scratch my face I 

Cora .'-^ Nearer. )^My heart will not lead me astray. 
We shall be there directly. 

Sol. (At a greater distance.) I tee the camp to the right. 

Enter Cora and Alonzo. 

Cora. This is the place, and under that tree.— {^«»; 
to the tree^ finds nothing hut the veil, and sinks ivith a 
shriek to the earth.) 

Alo.^{Running to i^^r.)— Cora ! What now ^ 

Cora.-^iRaising herself.)-— U^ is gone. 

Alo.-^CWlth Aorror.)— Eternal God ! 

Cora.'^Shrieking)'-Uc is gone. 

jllo. Let us seek him. 

Cora. My son ! 

Alo. Where did you leave him ? 

Cora. — (Runs to the place. }^Uerc. 

Alo. He must have awoke, and crept a few steps into 
the wood. 
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V 

Cora. — fRtses^ and hoks ameng thi thlekits^J-^^^Q 
where ! Oh I no where ! 

Alo. Be easy. We shall find him. 
Cora. Fernando ! Fernando I 
Alo. He cannot be far. 

Cora.-^i^After hamng searched around.) — Alas ! be is 
gone. 

Alo. Are you sure this is the place \ 

Cora. Was not the veil lying here I — (In despair.)--^ 
Some wild beast has torn him in pieces. 

Alo. Do not fancy the worst. 

C9ra. I fi&ncy nothii^. I see ^ly bleeding child. 

Alo. For God's sake 

Cora. There is no God. 

Alo. Cora! what a horrible expression ! 

Cora. What have I done that he should heap this 
misery upon me? 

Alo. Cora, my dear wife, come into my arms. 

Cora. — ( Raising bereyes io'wards heaven, y^My child, 
or death ! 

Alo. I see a hut among the trees.. 

Cora. Ha ! There dwells the villain who has stolen 
my child. \^Run$ forwards the hut. 

jilo. — (Follonulng ber.J^^on, beware I Should Spa* 
niards live there—— 

Cora. I care not if there be a legion of evil spirits. 
Holla 1 Holla! 

Alo. Let megofirst* 

Cora. Holla 1 Holla! 

£«/^r L A 8 C A 8 A sfroni the hut. 

Las C. Who knocks ? 
Cora. Give me back my child. 
Las C. Young woman, what do you want f 
Alo. Heavens! what do I see ? Las Casasi 
Las C. Alonao I Do I live to clasp thee in my arms 
again? iThey emhrace. 
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Alo, My instructor 1 

Las C. My friend I 

Cora, You have hid my child. 

Las C. What means this ? 

Alo. Alas I at what a moment do we meet again I 

Cora. Good old man ! you appear to possess humane 
sensations. Have compassion on a wretched mother. 

Las C. I do not understand this. 

Cora, — {Writhing at bis feet. J — I will serve you till 
death— My son shall be your slave. 

Las C, Is she distracted i 

Alo, She is my wife, and we have lost our child. 

LasC. Where? 

Aio. She left it slumbering under yonder tree. 

Las C. Left it I 

Cora, — (Springing m)ildly up.) — ^You are right. I am 
an unnatural mother. I left my infant, and the vengeance 
of the gods pursi^es me. 

Las C, Oh that I could console you I 

Alo, Help me to bear this load of grief. 

Cora, — (Ravivg.) — Look at that speckled snake !— 
:»ee how it twines roiuid the child's body!— Now it 
hisses 1— now it darts its sting into his heart 1 

Alo. Dearest Cora, recollect yourself. 

Cora. There the cruel condor hovers in the air.— 
Now it shoots down— darts its talons into the defenceless 
infant. There a blood-thirsty tiger lies in wait for its 
prey I— nov/ it springs from the thicket ! — See how it 
tears him piecemeal!— (Fa//x.y — Help! Help! 

A lo.^ Kneeling at her side.) — My wife I My son ! 

Las C. Even to this solitude am I pursued by images 
of misery ! 

Alo, Giveuscousolation. Oh, Las Casas, my instructor, 
my benefactor, do not forsake us at this dreadful hour. 

Las C. I will remain with you, but we are close upon the 
Spanish camp. Fly to your friends. I will accompany you. 

Alo. How shall we convey this wretched being ? 
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Las C. Try to raise her. 

Alo. Come, dear Cora. Let us go* 

Cora. Go! Whither? 

Ah. Back to our friends. 

Cora. I forsake this place— this place, where my Fer- 
r&ando died. 

Ah. The enemy is so near us— — 

Cora. Cruel that thou art I Shall I not even collect 
my infant's bones ? 

Ah. Your father and brother are arrived. 

Cora. I have no father and brother. I only had a child. 

Ah. We will seek it. 

Cora. '^{Suddenly springing uf,)'^Se€k it? Where I 
Whcn\ 

Ah. This old man will assist us. 

Cora. Yes, a^ist us, good old man t Help us to seek 
CUT child. 

Las C. Willingly, dear Cora, if ypu will compose 
yourself. 

Cora. Have you any children ? 

LasC. No. 

Cora. Then I forgive the expression. Give me back 
my child— then learn to know the composure of a mother. 

[^ Rushes out. 

Las C. ^{Hastening after her.) — Try to lead her more 
to the right. 

Ah. Thou wert sent by Heaven to our assistance. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE. 



The borders of PIzarro's camp. Enter RoLiA bounds 
and led by se*veral Soldiers 

I 5*0/. Come along, heathen ! 
Rol. Pizarro gave me liberty. 
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a S9L We donU know that. No heathen ever escapes 
from us with life, far less with liberty. Come along 
to our leader's tent. 

1 Sol. Hold, comrade I Here he comes. 

Enter Pizarro, 

?/«. What do I see ! RoUa here ? 

R§h'-^(ConiemptMUsly,)*^(l^X^ unexpectedly, no 

doubt \ 

Piz. And bound too 1 

itd/. So firmly that thou may'st feel completely at ea^. 

Piz. Who has dared thus to treat the preserver of 

my life ) 

Sol. He confesses he is a Peruvian leader, and be 
wanted to steal past our out^posts. 

Rol.-^fDiSdait{fulfy. )~Steal \ 

SoL We stopped him, and Almagro ordered us to put 
him in irons. 

Pix. Thou hearest that I am innocent. Release him. 
fh is done, )^^lt humbles me to see so great a hero with- 
out arms. — (Presents a Jtyor^.)— Rolla, the Spaniards 
know how to honour generosity even in a foe. 

Rol.'^^Taking the joupr^/.)— And the Peruvians know 
how to forget an injury. 

Piz. Pardon me if I cannot seriously be angry at my 
followers, since this accident has procured me the hap- 
piness of once more seeir^ thee. 

Rol. Enough of these smooth words 1 Let me go, 

Piz. When it is thy pleasure. Yet allow me to hope 
that this circumstance may tend to a closer union between 
us. Rolla and Pizarro were not formed to be enemies 
for ever. 

' Rol. I promise thee my friendship — as soon as the 
ocean shall divide us. 

Piz. How if We were to be united by a mutual inte- 
rest ? Thou wert before not pleased when I made men- 
tion of my claim to Qjtiito's throne. I renounce it. Sub- 
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mit to the Spanish sceptre, acknowledge the Christian 
faith, and I am satisfied. 

RoL Very generous ! 

Fix, On Pizarro's friendship depends the protection of 
a mighty monarch, and this Pizarro makes thee a volun* 
tary offer of his hand. 

RoL RoUa is not a traitor. 

P/z. Thou wilt at once aycrt all miarry from thyna*. 
tive land. 

Rol. Tomy native land I owe my life, but not my honour. 

P;«. Thou wilt only remove a weak king from a sta- 
tion for which he was not formed. 

RoL Ataliba weak! But were he so, a king who makes 
his people happy, is strong through their affection. 

Pt% . Follow thy own counfel . 

Roi. My conscience has long since decided. 

Piz, Consider that rejected friendship rage^ as fiercely 
as rejected love. 

Rol. Ha ! that is the point at which I long have seen 
thee aim. Cast away the mask. 

Fiz, ^Checking j&/V/i/ry.>^Rolla, do not mistake me* 

RoL May I go ? 

Fiz,^ After a struggle.) — Go. 

RoL Will nothing intercept my way } 

Piz. Nothing, unless repentance bring thee back. 

RoL Thanks to the gods, I never yet repented any thing. 

Enter the Two Soldiers <witb the Child. 

z SoL Sir, we have found a child. 
P'lz, What care I for the child ? Away with it! 
Sol, In the wood near the camp. 
Piz. Throw it into the first <lltch you find. 
RoL Ye gods! It is Alonzo's child. 
Piz.-^CStarting.J-^Whii ? 
RoL — (To the Soldier s.J-^G\yt it me. 
?iz. — {Stepping between them. J — Be not so hasty. 
Alonzo'schild^ say'st thou ^ £xc<ellentl WelcoQie, m^ 
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little creature. Thou shalt be the scourge with which 
I will chastise thy father for his follies. 

RoL Does Pis^arro war with infants i 

Piz. Thou dost not understand me. I have an old ac 
count to settle with Alpnzo. I owe him much. Were 
I to stab this child, I should discharge my debt — merely 
discharge it— -but Alonzo then would owe me nothii^. 
Now, I chute he should become my debtor* 

RoL Thou art right. I do not understand thee. 

Fix. Fancy this little head stuck on a lance's point- 
then fancy Alonzo rushing against u& with uplifted 
sword, and bearing all before him like a furious stream, 
which nothingcanrestrainbuta— child'sheady Ha! th^re 
stands he petrified.—- Down sinks his sword, and with a 
look of horror he surveys the bloody banner, from which 
the drops still trickle down the lance.-i-Hal ha! ha! 

Rol, Art thou a human being i 

Piz. Then, when he arrives at home, when his anxious 
wife throws her white arms around his neck, and with 
her silken hair wipes off the drops of blood— <« Not so 
hasty," he will say. " You fancy this to be the blood of 
the enemy."— Ha ! ha! ha ! — "It is our infant's blood." 

R9I. Look how the boy smiles. Couldst thou mur4er 
this innocent i 

Piz, Couldst thou kill a pigeon ? 

Roi. If a ransom will content thee, I will send this in- 
fant's weight in silver. 

Piz. Make a monument of it, and erect it on his grave. 

Rol. Pizarro, thou art obliged to me for thy life. 
Grant me in return this infant's life. 

piz. Wilt thou humble me by such a poor request? 

Roi, Send the child back, and I am thy prisoner. 

Piz. Thou art free. 

Roi, It is impossible that nature can have made thee 
so completely callous. A sensation of humanity must 
be hidden some where in thy heart. Behold me at thy 
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feet — me, the preserver of thy life — ^me, thy slave, if 
thou wilt resign the child to me. 

Piz,-{Wttbout regarding bim.J-The child remains here. 

Rol, — (Furious,) — Pizarro, hear me. 

Piz, You the vassalsof Spain— or this child my pri- 
soner. 

RoL-^{Springing «/^.)—'Tis \vt\\\^( Tears the child 
from the soldiers^ grasps it ivitb his left arm, and draivs 
his stJjord ivitb the right,) — The" child is mine. I have 
not received this sword in vain. Who follows me, dies. 

lExit. 

Piz. Audacious madman! Pursue him inftantly. 
Bring him back alive, if it be possible. — (The soldiers 
hasten after him.) — Surely some demon must inspire this 
man. Why did I give him a sword \*-^{Looks tonvards 
the side inhere Rolla disappeared,) — How he defends 
himself! He recedes further every moment. By Heavens, 
he will escape 1 Away after him! Spare him no longer. 
Cleave him to the earth. — (Other soldiers hasten after 
Rolla.) — The hill conceals him from me. Lay not thy 
death to my charge, madman. Willingly would I have 
saved thy life, and generously paid the debt I owed thee, 
(Se'veral muskets are discharged at a distance,) — Fare- 
well! Thou shouldst have died a nobler death. — Well? 

Enter a Soldier. 

SoL Be at ease. The heathen will not run far : I saw 
him fall. The ball, I believe, hit him in the right side, 

Piz» I wish he had been brought to me alive. The 
presumptuous man! To bid defiance to me in my camp ! 

Sol. Your orders to spare him have cost four of my 
comrades their lives. 

Enter anotberSoLDiEK* 

Sol. He has forced his way through all that opposed 
him, and reached the outposts of the enemy. 

Piz. — (Stamping,) — Damnation ! 

Sol, But he can't escape death, for he was severely 
wounded. H 
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Fiz, And yet forced his wiray through you all i 

Sol, I never yet beheld the like. Our nurs^' tales of 
Moorish knigKts are trifles to it. Four of u$» who tried 
to bring him back alive, fell by his swoid. A ball then 
brought him to the earth ; but as suddenly he rose again, 
supported himself against a tree, placed the child near 
him, and fought as if he had been the angei of death, 
till two of U8 again lay stretched upon the grass, and 
three others had recourse to their musketft. Then» like 
an arrow, he darted froijd us with the skriekiog child* 
The place where he had stood, the tree against which 
he leaned, and the path on which he ran, are luaiked 
with blood. The centinels fired at him as he fled, but 
he disappeared behind the hilU 

Piz. Why did you not mountyour horses ? 

Sol. They are grazing behind the camp. 

Piz, Damnation on thee, heathen ! Yet can I not 
deny him my admiration. Give me a, thousand such 
men, and Til subdue the world. I Exit. 



SCENE. 



An open place near the Peruvian camp. Enter At a liba 
ijuitb folded arms, and in deep meditation, 

Ata, The enemy is quiet. My troops are buried in 
sleep. The storm is over. Not a breath of air mur- 
murs through the trees. Around me all is silence and 
repose — ^but not here .— CP«i«/x to bis heart.) — And why 
not here ? Am I to be pursued by the spectres of the 
slain ? Am I to be tormented by the groans^of the dying \ 
Did I not draw the sword for God and my native land ? 

Enter Cora, ra'ving. 

Cora. Whither do you lead me ? Where is my infant's 
grave ? — {Espying the King. J — Ha I thou — Son of the 
Sun, give me my child again. 




Jta. Cora» whe0ce come you ? 
Cora. JFrom my son's grave— deep under the earth-* 
there it is cold and damp — (Shud<Uring.) — I shiver! 
jlia^ Horrible I 

Enter Alonzo andLAS Casas, in pursuit of Corz., 

Alo» Unhappy Cora! whitherdoesjthy phrenzy lead thee? 

Cora. Besiknty Alonzo. Hete stands the Sun of the 
Gods. The Sun is bis father. If he will but say a 
word, the grave will open, and disgorge its prey, — (Em^ 
bracing Ataliba*s knees ^y-^hy my king, speak this one 
powerful word ! Have compassion on a mother's anguish, 

Ata. Ye Gods I what means this ? 

Alo. She has lost her child. 

Ata. Poor mother, I cannot help you. Alas! I am 
but a king. 

Cora. You cannot ! Who, then, can ? To whom have 
the Gods entrusted our existence ? Was it not you who 
led the Peruvians to battle ? Did not my Alonzo fight for 
you ? Do you refuse me the only recompence forall his va- 
lour — the life of a child, who will hereafter fight for you? 

Ata. Destroy me, ye Gods I I cannot bear this, 

Cora — (Springing up>) — Tyrant, whom my prayers 
and anguish cannot move, has not blood enough yet 
flowed to satisfy thy rank ambition ? Look! on each of 
thy diamonds hangs a drop of blood. Art thou not sa. 
tisfied without tearing infants from their mother's breast^ 
and casting them to beasts of prey ? What is thy diadem 
to me ? What cares a mother for the throne of Quito ? 
Hasten hither, all ye whom this victory has robbed of 
children ! Help me to curse this foul barbarian, and let 
our misery rise with his shouts of joy to Heaven. Oh, 
if he may but feel for ever the distresses of one hapless 
mother, his punishment will be sufficient. 

[ Sinks exhausted to the earth. 

Alo.'^( Clasping her in his arms, to Ataliba. ) — Forgive 
the phrenzy of a mother. 
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Jta. — (Wiping atuay a tear,) — Alas ! the throne sup- 
plies no compensation for this tear. 

Cora. '-^f Smiling,) — Alonzo, my breast !s painful. 
Reach me the child. — ( Exhausted. )"^A\onzOf you arc 
cruel ; you see that I am dying, and will not let me once 
more feel the rapture of beholding my child. 

Ah. Alas ! this is more dreadful than her fury. Rage 
on, poor wretched mother I Thou no loi^r hast a child. 

Cora, — ^Falling ^tffiJ.>— Poor wretched mother I 
Thou no longer hast a child. 

Enter a FEKVYikm. 

Per, Rolla comes, 

Ata, and Ah, Rolla ! , * 

£«/^r Rolla, se'verely tjuoundedf and pah as drcthy 

ivith the bloody stuord in bis right band, and the infant 

•// his left arm, 

Ata, Heavens! what means this ? 

Rol, — (Sinks several times upon his knees, ere he can 
reach Cora, luho has sioooned. He calls ta her in a toeak 
*voice,)^^CoTa. ! thy child ! 

Cora, — (Ayoakes, The sight of her infant gi^ves her 
neiv strength. She stretches forth her arms to //.)— My 
child— covered with blood ! 

Rol, It is my blood. [Gi'ves her the child, 

Cora, — (Clasps it in, her arms,) — My child ! — Rolla I 

Rol, I loved thee — Thou didst wrong me — I can no 
more IFalls, 

Ah, — (Throiving himself upon Aiw.)— Rolla! thou 
art dying! . 

fiol. For Cora IDies, 

Cora.^'{Looking at him "with agony, y^Ohl who ever 
loved like Rolla ? — Boy, thou art dearly bought. 

Ah, Las Casas, help me to believe in God. 

LasC, Dark and inscrutable are his ways. Behold 
them with resignation, and adore him. 

THE END. '' 
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